
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



S?aX I/IBRARV 




THE • 

WO R K S 

O F T H E 

AUTHOR 

O F T H E 

N I G H T ^ T H O U G H T &. 

In FOUR VOLUMES; 

l^ETiftBD and CoRREeTED^ by Hlmfdf*. 

A NEW EDITION. 

Y O L, 11. 



L O. N no N : 

ftinttd for D. Browne, C. Hitch, and L. Ha>ve«>, 

A- Millar, J. and R. Tonson, J. Rivington^ 

S. Crowder, and Co. C. Co*»ett,. 

J;. Jackson, R. and J. poi>sLEy,„ 

and J. R I c H A R r>>0 n., ' 

MDCCLXiU - .-■ V . . 



B U S I R I S, 

KING of EGYPT. 



TRAGEDY, 

A <: T £ D at the 

Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 
1719. 

O trlfti plani aeerbumqui funus ! O morte ipfd mortis tent- 
ptts indignius ! Jam dejlinata erat egregio jwvini^ jatn 
eieSus nuptiarum dm ; quod gaudiumy quo matrort muta- 
turn tfif Flin. I'pill. 



V01..U. B 



t3] 



PROLOG U E, 

By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr. Booth, 

T O NG havi yw fun ibi Greek and Roiqan ntmt^ 

JJftfted by the muff ^ renew their fame ^ 
While yet unfung thofe heroes fleep^ f rem ivhom 
Greece /orm'd her Plato'/, and her Caefars Romt. 

^uchi Egypt, twtre thy font ! di*vinely great 
In artSf in arms, in <wtfdomy and in fate. 
Her early monarchs gave fuch glories births 
Their ruins are the ^wonders ^ the earth, 
StruSures fo 'uaft by thofe great kings defigtid^ 
Are but faint fketches of their boundlefs mind: 
Yet nier hoe AlbionV Scene^ though long renown" d^ 
With the fiern tyrants of the Nile been cro^vnd. 

The tragic mufe in grandeur Jhould excels 
Her figure blasces^ and her numbers fivelL 
The proudeft monarch of the proudefi age^ 
From Egypt comes to tread the Britifli JIage : 
Old Homer'/ heroes, moderns are to thofe 
Whm this night^s 'venerable fcenes difclofe^ 

B 2 Here^ 




4 PROI.OGUE. 

Heri fmp anJ /flentkr /ervi Imt t9 prepare^ 
To touch the foul is our f:€uliar tan | 
Byjuft iiftrtfs /oft pity to impart . 
And mend your nature ^ while nve move your heart % 
Nor nvouU thefe /ceues in empty words abound^ 
Or overlay the fentimtnt *with found* 
When pajjion rages, eloquence is mean ; 
Ceftures and looks heft J^eak the moving fcenem 

Ye Jhining Fair I when tender woes invite 
To pleafitig anguijb and fever e delight f ■ 
By your affli£lion you compute your gain, 
Mnd rife in pleafure as you rife in pain* 
If then juft ohjeSts of concern are fiemsn. 
And your hearts heave with forrovot not your own, 
Let not the generous impulfe be wtthftood. 
Strive not with nature ; hlujh not to be good; 
Sighs only from a nobler temper rife. 
And ^tis your virtue fwells into your l^yes. 
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Dramatis Perfonaj. 



MEN. 

BusiRxs, King of E^pt, 
Myron, the Prince, 
NiCANOR, Father of ManJoHf, 
Memnon, 

Confpiratorii 



Wemnon, '^ 

[^AMESESy I 

Iyphoces, C 

■*HERON, J 



Sy 

P 

AuLBTEs^ a Courtier^ 



Mr. Elrincton; 

Mr. BooTii« 

Mr. Mills. 

Mr. WitKA. 
Walicir. 
Thurmokd* 
Williams. 

Mr. W. Mills. 
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Mr. 



WOMEN. 



Myris, Queen of Egypf, 
Mandanf, 



Mrs. Thurmond. 
Mrs. Oldfibld. 



S C E N E, a Temple at M E M P H I S, in OldEE^pu 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Sntir Phbron and Syphocss. 

Syphoces. 

IP glorious ftra6lares^ and immortal deeds. 
Enlarge tbe thought, and fet our fouls on fire^ 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praife, 
The queen of nations, and the boa ft of times. 
Mother of fcience, and the houfe of gods ! 
Scarce can I open wide my labVing mind 
To comprehend the vail idea, big 
With arts and arms, fo boundlefs in their fame. 

Pheron. 
Thrice happy land ! did not her dreadful king, 
Far-fam'd Bufiris, whom the world reveres, 
Lay all his (hining woaders in difgrace. 
By cruelty' and pride. 

SVPHOCES. 

By pride indeed ; 

B 4 He 
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He calls himfclf The Troud^ and glories in it. 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter*t Jlmghty. 
Have we not feen him (hake his filver reins 
0*er harnefs'd monarchs to his chariot yok'd ? 
In fullen majefty they ilalk along, 
With eyes of indignation and defpair. 
While he aloft difplays bis impioas ilate» 
With half their rifled kingdoms o^er his brow^ 
Blazing to heav*n in diamonds, and gold. 

Pheron. 
Nor lefs the tyrant's craelty than pride ; 
His horrid altars ilream with hnman blood, 
And piety is murder in his hands. \^A great fimt 

Syphocbs. 
There rofe the voice of twice two hundred thoufand. 
And broke the clouds, and cleared the face of day ; 
The king, who from his temple's airy height. 
With heart dilated, that great work fnrveys. 
Which (hall proclaim what can be done by man^ 
Has (Iruck his purple fireamer, and defcendi. 

Pheron. 
Twice ten long years have feen that haughty pile. 
Which nations with united toil advance. 
Gain on the (kies, and labour up to heaven. 

Syphoces. 
The king ' ■ or prodrate fall, or difappear. \Exiuni 

Enter B u s i a i s , attendt d. 

BusxRis. 

This antient city, Memphis the renowned, 

AimoU coaevai with the Sun himfelf, 

Aa< 
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And boaftittg ftrength fcarce fooner to decay. 
How wanton (its the amid nature*8 fmiles ; 
Nor from her higbeft turret has to view. 
But golden landfcapes and luxuriant fcenes ; 
A wafte of wealth, the florehoufe of the world f 
Here, fruitful vales, far ftretching, fly the fight ; 
There, fails pnnumberM whiten all the ilream ; 
While- from the banks full twenty thoufand cities 
Survey their pride, and fee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break again ft the fiiore : 
To crown the whole, this riiing' pyramid 

[S/&MU/ tie flan. 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the ilars ; 
While every other objefl ftirinks beneath 
Its mighty (hade, and lelTens to the view. 
As kings compared with me. 

Eater A tfLBTES. He falls proftrate* 

AVLBTES. 

O live for ever, 
Sufiris, firft of men ? 

Bvsiais. 
Juletest rife. 
AuLBT£S« 

Embaflfadors from various clfmes arrive. 

To view your wonders, and to greet your fame ; 

Each loadcn with the gifts his country yields, 

Of which the meanell rife to gold and pearl : 

The rich Arabian fills his ample vafe 

With facred inccnfc ; Ethiopia fends 

A thoufand courfers fleeter than the wind ^ 

JB 5 And 
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And their black ridcri dorkeii all the plain : 
Camels and elephants from other realmi, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxurj^^ 
Bring the bed feafons of their various years^ *^ 
And leave their monarchs poor. 
Busiais. 

What from the Ferfian f 

AuLKTES. 

He bends before yoar throne, and far outtveighs 
The reft in tribute, and outihines in ftate. 

Busiaxs. 
Away ; he fees me not ; I know his purpofc ; 
A fpy upon my greatnefi, and no friend : 
Take his Embaflador, and ihew him Egypt \ 
?n Memphis (hew him various nations met. 
As in a fea, yet not confined in fpace, 
JJut dreaming freely through the fpacious ilreet; 
Which fend forth millions at each brazen gate. 
Whene'er the trumpet calls ; high over head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along, 
L. And leave in air a thunder of my own : 
'Jonje too has pour'd the "Nile into my hand. 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldcft fon : 
Rich of myfelf, I make the fruitful year. 
Nor a/k precarious plenty from the fky ■* 

Throw all my glories open to his view. 
Then tell him, in return for trifles ofFerM, 
I give him thit \ and when a Perfian arm 

[Gi*vei him a io^» 
Can thus with vigour its reluflance bend. 
And to the nerve its ftubborn force fubdue i 

4 Theft 
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Then let His pnailer think of arms — ^bat bring 
More men than yet e*er poaf d into the Eeld s 
Mean time, thank heaven, our tide of conquelt drivei 
A different way, and leaves him (Hll a king : 

This to the Perfian, 1 receive the reft, 

And give the world an anfwer. [Exit Bufirls. 

Mandane, attended by friefts and her virgins ^ is fetn 
/acrijicing at a dijiance, 

An hymn to Is is is fung, Thi friefts go out, 

Mandane, attended hy her maids ^ ad'vances, 

Mandakb. 
My morning duty to the gods is over, 
Yet dill this terror hangs upon my foul. 

And faddens every thought 1 ftill behold 

The dreadful image j ilill the threatening fword 
Points at my breaft, and glitters in mine eye.— — 
But 'twas a dream ; no more. My virgins, leave me: 
And thou, great Ruler of the World, be prcfent I 
O kindly (hine on this important hour ? 
This hour determines all my future life. 
And gives it up to mifery or joy. \^he €id<vaH{es» 

Thefe lonely walks, this deep and folemn gloom» 
Where noon-day funs but glimmer to the view. 
This houfe of tears, and manfton of the dead. 
For ever hides him from the hated lights 
And gives him leave to groan. 

Mack /cent draivsf and pjenus Me mm ok Uaning en hii 
Jatbers tomb. 

Was ever fceae 
B6 $9 
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^o mournful ! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care» life is no more a bleiTing. 
How could you fhan me for this difmal (hade, 
And feek from love a refuge in defpair ? 

Memnok. 
Why had thoa brought thofe eyes to this fad place, 
Where darknefs dwells, and grief would figh fecurt 
In welcome horrors, and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly ihades before them^ 
And light up day e'en here. Retire, my love j 
Each joyful momenjt I would fhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourn alone. 

Mandans. 
What have you found in mo fb mean, to hope 
That while you figh, my heart can be at peace ? 
Your forrows flow from your Mandane'i eyes. 

MXMNON. 

O my ManJane 1 

Mandame. 
Wherefore turn you from me? 
Have I offended, or are you unkind ?— -^ 
Ah me I a fight as ftrange, as pitiful ! 
From this big heart, o'erchargM with genVous forrow; 
See the tide working upward to his eye. 
And ft^aling from him in large filent drops, 
Witho'ut his leave I — can thofe tears flow in vain ? 

Memnon. / 

Why will you double my diflrefs, and make 
My grief my crime, by difcompofing you ?— — 
And yet I can't forbear I Alas, my father I 
That name excufes all ; what iB not due 
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To that great name, which life or death can ^ ? 

Makdake. 
Speak on, and eafe your labVing bread : It fwellf 
And fmks again ; and then it fwells fo high. 
It looks as it woald break. I knotv 'tis big 
With fomething you would otter. Oft in vain 
I have prefam*d to alk your mournful ftory ; 
But ever have been anfwer'd with a frown. 

Memnon. 
O my MauJane ! did my tale concern 
Myfelf alone, it would not lie concealed ; 
But 'tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt. 
And therefore 'tis unfafe to touch upon it : 
To tell my tale, is to blow ofF the afhes 
From fleeping embers, which will rife in flames 
At the lead breath, and fpread deftruflion round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other felf ; 
And, O ! my heart this moment is fo full. 
It burfb with its complaints ; and I muil fpeak. 

Myris^ the prefent queen, was only fider 
Of great Jrtaxes, our late royal lord : 
Bufiruj who now reigns, was fi ril of males 
In lineal blood, to which this crown defcends. 
Not with long circum (lance to load my dory. 
Ambitious Myru fir'd his daring foul, 
And turn'd his fword againd her brother's life : 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
EnjoyM her diame, and triumphed in her guilt* 

Mandane. 
So black a dory well might fhun the day. 

Memnon. 
^Haxii friends (a virtuous multitude) ^ctQ 
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Were fwept away by baniibmtnt or 4caA» 

In throngs, and fated th^ devouring grave. 

My father— ^Tb ink, Manda^i, on your o^n. 

And pardon me I——* [ffit^* 

The tyrant (ook me, then of tender years, 

And rear'd me wiih his fon (a fon fince deaxi}. 

He vainly hop'd, by (hews of guilty kiqdneff , 

To wear away the blacknefs of his crime* 

And reconcile me to my father*! fate; 

Hence have I long been forced to (Uy ipy vengeance* 

To fmooth my brow with fmiles, and curb my tonguet 

While the big woe lies throbbing at my heart.—- 

Bntir Thukoh at a di/ana. 

PwiapN* [^Jide.} 
So clofc I fo loving I -^ Here I ftand iinfeeiH 
And watch my rivar* fate. 

MltfNOIf. 

Buttboo, my fairs 
Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death ; 
Thou yet canll make me blefi*d. 

As how, mj lord } 

MiMNOV. 

Ah I why wilt thou infult me ? 

Manoane* 

A&Ayffg/*' ■■■■'■ 

MCMNOK. 

Sp<ak ! 
Makpane. 
Nature forbids i and when I would begiit* 

She 
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She flifles all my fpirits, and I faint : 
My heart is breaking, but I cannot fpeak* 
O let me fly. 

MCMNON. 

You pierce me to the foul. {Holding her. 
Manda.ne. 
O ! fpare me for a moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will fpeak * 

Pberon^ you know, is daily urgent with me. 
Breaks through reiiraintSy and will net be refufed. 

[Phcron Jhcwi a great concern^ 
Yet more : The prince, the young impetuous prince. 
Before his father (ent him forth to war. 
And gave the Mede to his deftro^live fword» 
Has often taught his tongue a filken tale, 
Defcended from himfelf, and talk'd of love. 
Since lafl I faw thee, his licentious paiEoa 
Has haunted all my dreams—— 
This day the court fhines forth in all its luftre. 
To welcome her returning warrior home ; 
Alas, the malice of our ilars ! 

To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our foves ; 
Be this our bridal night, my lif^ I — my foul ! [Embrace^ 

Pheron. 
Perdition felze them both ! and hare I lov*d 
So long, to catch her in another's arms ! 
Another's arms for ever ! O the pang ! 
Heart-piercing fight ! — but rage (hall take its torn — * 
It Ihall be (b— and let the crime be hia 

Wh# 
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Wbo drives mi to the blick extremtty $ 
I fear no firther bell than thnt I feel. 

MiMNOir. 
Trembling I grafp thee, tnd my tnxiooi hem 
li ftill in doobt if I may call thee mine* 

bllfi too great f O painful ecftafy f 

1 know not what to ntter. 

Mamdanx* 

Ahf my lord t 
What meant thii damp that comes athtvart my 
Cbaftifing thns the ligbtncfs of my heart?—— 
I have a father, and a father too. 
Tender as nature ever framed* His will 
Should be confahed. Shoald I touch his peace 
I fliottld be wretched in my Mmnon'% arms* 

MkMNOIf. 

Talk not of wretchednefs. 

Majndani* 

Alasf this day 
Firft gave me birtb, and (which is (Irange to te 
The fates e*er fince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and nurkM it deep 
With fomctbing great i extremes of good or ill 

MiMNON. 

Why ihould we bode misfortune to our loves ? 
No I I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happinefs they ravi(h*d from me ^ 
Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 
Had not the gods Mandam to beftow. 
They never would have poufd fuch vengeance 
They meant me ibee, and could not be fevere. 
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jB «^kf s i iit lades ^Sdcnd, 

iMily priet mu2. joia oar kia^s £ar ercr, 

Jica, im fceao of pka: re e | 
rike die tee. or lauSe J tiK « ^ 

11 r«ectcr Iflidl, aad 1 tr Dioc fior c— — ^ 
! Pfli tOff« C-ooi dkb dc 6de, 

eiglitf mibos, aod ia oits^t calls ; 
c^cn by lofwc idclf— I qdt (hee now, 
> dcferre tkce more. Tiey tmhr^t*. 

Maxdanc. 
Yoar fneods arc here. [£jr// Mand, 
Mbuxoii. 
lent creature ! how my fool pants for thetl 
thcr paffions now begin their claim ; 
ty and difdain, and forrow, and revenge, 
mingling tamak» tear op* all my bread : 
V anlike the foftDeflcs of lo?e ! 

Entfr Syphoc£s. 

SVFBOCES. 

worthy Mtmnon. 

Mbmnon. 

Welcome, my Sypbmu 
nuch I hope thou bring*Il a bleeding heart i 
It that bleeds for others miferiesj 
ly regardlefs of its own, though great % 
firil of charadlers. 

Syphoces. 

And there's a fecond,. 
ir behind; To refcue the difirefs'd. 
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Memnon. 
Yes, die ; and vifit thofe brave men, 
Who, from the firft of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants* blood, and grafp*d their honeft fwords 
As part of their own being, when the caufe. 
The public caufe, demanded. O my friend f 
How long Ihall Egypi groan in chaiis ? How long 
Shall her fons fall in heaps without a foe ? 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bujiris^ 
His people's father ! and the ftate's defence ! 
Yet but a remnant of the land furvives. 

Syphoces. 
What havock have I feen ? Have we not known 
A multitude become a morning^s prey, 
When troubled reft^ or a debauch, has foar*d 
The moofter-s temper ? Then 'tis inftant death ; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 
Before the fweeping fey the ; not the poor mercy 
To flarve, and pine at leifure in their chains. * 
But what freih hope, that we receive your fummons 
To meet you here this morning" f 

Memnon. 

Know, Syphoces^ 
"•Twas on this day my warlike father's blood, 
So often lavifh'd in his country's caufe, 
And greatly fold for conqueft and renown j 
'Twas on this execrable day, it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the dull, and wafh'd a ruffian's f^et. 
This gnilty day returning, roufes all 
l/ly fmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame, 

Whe: 



I 
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Where are onr friends f 

Syfhoces. 

At hand. RamifeSf 
Laft night, when gentle reft o'er nature fpread 
Her dill command» and care alone was waking. 
Like a dumb, lonely, discontented, ghoft. 
Entered my chamber, and approached my bed : 
With burfts of pailion, and a peal of groans. 
He recolledls his godlike brother's fate, 
The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder. 
And orges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellncfs of his boiling rage, 
Methourghc the night grew darkep as he frown'd* 

Mbkcnon*. 
I know he hears the prince mod deadly hatet ; 
But this wiil eater deeper in hta ibul ; [Sbewt « UtHr^ 
And rouze up pa£lk>as, wbkh till now have fief t : 
Murder will look like innocence to thia« 

SyP.iOCES. 

HoW| Menmoitf 

MSMXON. 

Thk reminds me of thy fete » 

The qaeen has courted ^hee with proffered realms^ 
And fought by threats to bend thee to her will i 
She languiihcs, fhe burns, (he wades away 
In fruitleftt hopes, and dies upon thy name* 

Syphoces. 
O fatal love I which, ftung by jealoufy, 
Expeird a life far dearer than ipy own. 
By cur fed poifon-^Ah divine Apamt! 
And could the murdVefs hope (he (hould inherit 
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This heart, and fill thy place within thefc arms ?— 
But grief ihall yield— Revenge, I'm wholly thine t 

MiMNON. 

The tyrant too is wanton in his age. 
He fhews that all his thoughts are not in blood i 
Love claims its fhare i he envies poor Rame/es 
The foftnefs of his bed i and thinks Jme/ta 
A miftrefs worthy of a monarch's arms. 

Syphoces. 
But fee, Rame/ij comes ; a fullen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the duft« 

£/r/^i- RAMtsrs, Phbron, aad Qtltr cen/firatoru 

> Mbiinok. 

To what, my friend, (hall Mtmnon bid yoa welcOfflt jt 
To tombs, and melancholy fcenes of death ? 
I have no coflly banquets, fuch as fpread 
Prince Myron' t table, when your brother fell. 

[To Rinijeref • 
I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment. 
Such as the queen prepared for thee, Sjfbocn% 
Yet be not difcontent, my valiant friends, 
JBufint reigns, and *tis not out of fe^on 
To look on aught may mind us of our fate : 
His fword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 
Thinks the day lod that is not mark'd with blood, 

Rameses. 
And have we felt a tyrant twenty years. 
Felt him as the raw wound the burning (led ; 
And are we murmuring out our midnight curfes. 
Drying our tears in corners, and complaining \ 

Out 
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Oar hands are forfeited.— Gods f ftrike them ofF. 
No hands we need to fallen our oivn chains, 
Oor mafiers will do that; and we want fouls 
To raife theni to an ufe more worthy men. 

Memnon. 
Raffles yodr temper at offences paft ? 
Here thcn^ to filng thee into madnefi. 

{Givis tbi letter. Ramefes read^ 

Rambsks. 

Ohi 

Syphoces* 
See bow the ftruggling paflions (hake bis frame t 

Rameses. 
My bofom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 
Far dearer than my Ibul ! and fhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents. 
Be taken from us f Torn from me, from mine, 
IVho live but on her fight 1 And fhall I hear 
Her cries for faccour, and not rufh upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me^ 
And ftroggles with his little arms to fave her.— — 
Thefe veins have ftill fome gen'rous blood in ilore. 
The dregs of thofe rich ftreams his wars have drained . 
1*11 £iy*t in dowry with her. 

Pheron. 

Welliefolv'd: 
A tardy vengeance (hares the tyrant^s goilt. 

Ramisbs. 
let me embrace thee, Pberon ; thoa art brave. 
And doft difdain the coldncfs of delay, 

Curfc 
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CnrCe on th^ num dun Cilli JUmfls friflnd» 
And keepi hit ttsiper «c a Ule like tbii i 
When rage ind rancottr ire the proper virtoei^ 
And \oh of reefon if the merk of men* 

MffMiroN. 
Thuf IVe determined: When the midnight bo«r 
Lullf thii proud city» end her monarch dreamt 
Of humbler foes^ or hti ne«v miilrefft* love, 
'i'hen we will ru(h at once» let loofe the terrori 
Of rage pent in, and ftruggling twenty years 
1*0 find a venti and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 
A more aufpicioui junAere could not happen. 
The Ptrfian^ who for yean bai joined our counfelf^ 
Stirr*d up the love of freedomi and in private 
Long nuri*d that glorioui appetite wich goUl, 
This morn with tranfport fnatch'd the wi(h*d occasion 
Of throwing hit refentment wide, and now 
He frowni in armii and gives th* event to fate. 

KAMSfm. , 
Thii hand (hall drtg the tyrant from the throne. 
And ftab the royal viClim on thii altar. 

[PcifJiffg to thi torn 

MCMMOK. 

O juAly thought t Friendsi call your cyei around \ 

All that mod awful ii» or great in nature, 

This folemn fcene prefents i the godn are here. 

And here our fam*d forefathers* facred tombs i 

Who never brookM a tyrant in this land. 

Let us not aft beneath the grand aiTembly t 

The flighted altars tremblei and thefe tombi 

9fi 
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Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on. 
Come then, furround my father's monument. 
And call his (hade to witnefs to your vov?s. 

• Ramesbs. 
Nor his alone. O all ye mighty dead f 
Illuilrious (hades ! -who nightly (lalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and (hake his guilty foul ; 
Whether already yoa converfe with gods. 
Or ftray below in melancholy glooms. 
From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hel)> 
Come, I conjure you, by the prisoner's chain. 
The widow's fighing, and the orphan's tears. 
The virgin's (hrieks, the hero's fpouting veins. 
By gods blafphem'd, and free-born men enflaved. 

Memkoh. . 
Hear, Jove^ and you moil injurM heroes, hear. 
While we o'er this thrice- hallow'd monument 
Thus join our hands, and, kneeling to the gods. 
Fad bind our fouls to great revenge I 
All. 

Wc fwear— ^ 
Mbmnon. 
This night the tyrant and his micions bleed. 

Pheron. \Afide,'\ 
So, now my foe is taken in the toil. 
And I've a fecond caft for this proud maid— iiS . 
It is an oath well fpent, a perjury 
Of good account in vengeance, and in love. 

Memnon. 
We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand afl^mbly : 



)^ B U S I R I S, 

A thourand anfeen heroes walk among us t 
My father rifes from his tomb ) hU wounds 
Bleed all afreih, and confecrate the da/ : 
He waves his arm, and chides oar tardy vengeani 
More than this world (hall thank us. O my frici 
Such our condition, we have nought to lofei ^ 
And great may be our gain, if this be great. 
To crufh a Tyrant, and preferve a State ; 
To (till the clamours of our fathers' blood. 
To fix the bails of the Public good. 
To leave a fame eternal ; then to foar. 
Mix with the gods, and bid the worU adocA* 






ACT II. S C E* I4''E I. 

SCENE, fh Palace. 

'A magmjictnt throne ds/coveredf and federal ecu 
nualking to and fro • 

Enter Syphoces and Rameses. Shouts at a difi 

Rameses. 

WHAT means this dull and tumult in the cc 
Thcfe dreamers fooling in the wind, thefc ft 
The tyrant blazing in full infolence. 
And all his gaudy courtiers balking round him. 
Like poisonous vermin in a dog-day fun ? 

Syphoces. 
Your father and prince Myron are arrived. 
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And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 

Ramisis. 
Ja>ng has my father ferv*d this tyrant king, 
With zeal well worthy of a better caofe. 
Thoagh with his helm he hides a hoary brow. 
Long vttrs*d in deaths the father of the field. 
At the (hrill trampet he thro>vs off the weight 
Of fourfcore years, and fprings upon the foe. 
The tranfport danger gives him, conquers nature, 
And a (hort youth boils up within his veins. 

Syphoces. 
Behold this way they pafs to meet the king. 

My&on tfm/NiCANOR pafs theftagi nAjitb attendants* 

Rambses. [Looking on Myron.] 
What pity 'tis that one fo loft in guilt. 
Should thus eogage the fight with manly charms^ 
And make vice lovely ! 

Syphoces. 

Pardon me, Ramefis : 
Though to my foe ^ I mnil be ever jufl. 
He's genVous, grateful, affable, and brave ; 
Bot then he knows no limit to his pafTion ; 
The tempeft-beaten bark is not fo tofs d 
As is bis reafon, when thofe winds arife : 
And though he draws a fatal fword in battle. 
And kindles in the warm purfuit of fame, 
Pleafure fubdues him quite ; the fparkling eye. 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind» ^'^ 
While fiery fpirits dance along his veins. 
And keep a conilant revel in his heart. 

Vol. II. C Ramesbs^. 
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Rameibs. 

hLt here the tyrant comei I— With what cxccft 
Of idle pride will he receive hit fon f 
J low with big wordf will he fwell out this corfqucft. 
And into grandeur puff his little talcs / 

7i^//r JviNC, iifiJ afccndi iht throne % on the other Jtd 
Enter Myhoh atid Niqanor. 

King. 
Welcome, my fon ; great partner of my fame ; 
I thank thee for th' incrcafe of my dominions, 
That now more mcuntains rife, more rivers flow, 
y\nd more (lars fliine in my ilill growing empire, 
'i'he fun himfelf furvcys it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whild far di.«ijoin'd, 
My fubjcds live unheard-of by each other ; 
'i'licfc wrapped in ihades, whild thofc enjoy the lights 
'i'iicir day is various, but their king the fame. 

Myron. 
I Icrc, Sir, your thanks are due ; to this old arm, 
Whofc nerve not thrccfcorc winter camps unbv*nd. 
You owe your vidlory, and I my life. 
V/hcn my fierce courfer with a javelin ftung, 
Jirll rear'd iu air, then tearing with a bound 
'i'he trembling earth, plung'd deep amidd the foe i 
And now a thoufand deaths from evVy fide, 
]I.lJ but one* mark, and on my buckler rung; 
'i'lirough the throng'd legions, like a temped, rufli'd 
'i hii; friend, o*cr gafping heroes, rolling fleeds. 
And fnatch'd me Irom my fate; 

Busuis. 

I thank thee, genera] ; 

6 Thou 
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Thou haft a heart that fwclls with loyalty. 
And throws ofF the infedion of thefc times ; 
Bat thy degenerate boy 

NiCANOR. 

No more my fon ; 
I cat him off; my guilt, my punifhment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offence ; 
O let not that difcolour all my fervice, 
And ruin thofc who blame him for his crimes ! 

BusiRis. 
Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain ; 

Subjeds ihall work my will, or feel my p^wV ; 
Tbfir difobedience fhall not be wy guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence ? 
The land that yields them food, and evVy ftream 
That flakes their thirft, the air they breathe, is mine. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment 
By due fubmifiion, a too great return ? 
Death- and deftrudion are within my call- 
But thou fiialt flourifh in thy mailer's fmilc. 
A faithful minifter adorns my crown. 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 

NiCANOR, 

Take but one more, one fmall one, to your favour. 
And then my foul's at peace— I have a daughter. 
An only daughter, now an only child. 
Since her loft brother's folly ; (he deferves 
The moft a father can for fo much goodncfs : 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone ; 
We two are the whole houfe j nor are wc two ; 
In her I live, the comfort of my age j 

C z And 
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And if the king extend hit grace (o far. 
And take that tender bloflbm into flielter. 
Then I have all my monarch can bcdowp 
Or heav'n itfclf ; but this, that I may wear 
My life'5 poor remnant out in your command ; 
Stretch forth my being to the laft in duty» 
And, when the fates (hall fummon, die for you. 

BirsrRis. 
NicaKcr, know, thy daughter is our care.. 

MVRON. 

O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow>. 

And with the monarch fumilh out the friend t 

Art thou not he, that gallant^mindcd chief, [To Nic 

Who would not lloop to give me lefs than life ? 

And (hall I prove tmgrateful ? Shocking thought ! 

He that's ungrateful, has no guilt but one ; 

Ail ochtr crimes may pafs for virtues in him. 

NfCANoa. 
What joy my daughter's promised welfare givei flie»' 

My lips I need not open to difcover ■* 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 

BusiaiSf 

Dry thy tears. 
And fallow us ; thy daughter^! near oar queen. 
And longs, no doubt, to fee thee ; Blefs the maid. 
And then attend us on affairs of ftatc.-— • 
] hear, thcre*s treafon near us : Though the flavcs 
Fall off from their obedience, and deny 
That I'm their inonarcb, Vm Jin!;} is Hill : 
CoIkdeJ in mylclf. Ml it.vvd r.hnc. 
And hurl my thunder, liigu^h I fl»ikc my throhe: 

Lik 
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like death, a folitary king Til reiga 

O'er filent fubje^ts, and a defart plain ; 

Ere brook their pride, Til fpread a general doom. 

And ev'ry flep (hall be from tomb to tomb. [Exit. 
[Myr. tfW Aul. I'jJbo talJCd aftde^ ad'vance. 
Myron. 

Her abfcnt beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
And fparkled in each thought. She never left me — 
Wou'dft thou believe it r In the field of battle, 
In the mid terror, and the flame of fight, 
Mandane^ thou baft ifoKn away my foul, 
Andieit my fame in danger. — My rais'd arm 
Has hung in s^ir, forgetful to defcend, 
And, for a moment, fpar'd the proftrate foe 
O that her birth rofe equal to my own ! 
Then I might wed with honour, and enjoy 
A lawful blifflH— And why not now ? Methinks 
Abfence has placM her in a fairer light, 
EnrMi^d die maxdj and heightened tw'ty charm. 

AULETES, 

She comes ! 

Myron. 
Tl^inodell grace fubdu'd my foul : 
That chaitity of iQok, which feem to hang 
A veil of pureft light o'er all her beauties. 
And by forbidding, moft inflames, defire. 

£nter Mandank. 
What tender force I what dignity divine f 
What virtue confecrating ev'ry feature ! 
Around that neck, what drofs are gold and pearl f 
' Uandam I powerful being, whofe firll fight 

C 3 Gives 
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(t'lvt^ mc a tranfport not to be expreO*!! ; 
i\\A with one moment over-pays a year 
<^f clanger, toil, and deatli, and abfencc from tkee: 
Mamdane* 

My lord, I fought /ny lather. 

MVRON. 

Leasee roe not t 
Vvc much to fay y much more than you conceive i 
Ye?, by the god$, much more than I can utter : 
My breath is fnatchd; I tremble ; 1 expire. [^Jidg^ 

Nr*/, here I'll offer tender violence [;Takes htr bsmd* 

May I not breathe my foui upoa tb.ii hand \ 
When your eyes triumph, and infult my paio. 
Permit me here to take a fmall revenge* 

Mandahb. 
My lord, I am not confcious of my faalt* 
Myron. 

' ' : j falfe 1 know the language of thofe eyes % 

'\ i;-y uf-: mc ill — See my heart beat, Mandant\ 

Lciicve not mc, buc tell yourfelf my paffion 

h it in art to counterfeit within f 

To lirive the fpirits, and inflame the blood } 

r?.ch nerve i« picrc'd with light'ning from your eye, 

ArJ every pulfe u in the throbs of loye. 

Mandane. 

My l^rJ, my duty calis ; I mult not day. 

M V R f > N . 

GIv".* me a moment : 1 have that to fpcak 

Will Lurll rae, if fupprell O heavenly maid ! 

'I'hy charms are doubled, fo is thy difdain— ^ 

V/!;j is it j tell me, who enjoys thy fmilc ? 

There 
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There is a happy man,^ I fwear there is ; 

I kmow it by yoor coldne(s to yoar fiiend— — 

That thought has fix*d a fcorpion on my heart. 

That ftings to death And is it poilible 

Yoa ever fpoke of Myron in his abfence. 
Or caft at leifare a light thought that way ? 

Mandane. 
I thought of you, my lord, and of my father^ 
And pray'd for your fuccefs ; nor muil I now 
Negled to give him joy. 

Myron. 

Yet ftay j yoa (hall not go Ungrateful woiran ! 

I wooid not wrong your father ; but, by heav'n, 

His love is hatred, if compared with mine. 

I underhand whence this unkindnefs flows ; 

Your heart refents fome licence of my yoath. 

When love had touched my brain. You may forgive me 

Becanfe I never (hall forgive myfelf ; 

But that you live, I*d rn(h upon my fword. 

If you forgive me, I (hall now approach. 

Not as a lover only, but a wretch 

Redeemed from bafeneis to the ways of honour. 

And to my paffion join my gratitude : 

Each time I kneel before you, I ihall rife. 

As well a better, as a happier, man. 

Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 

Mandane. 
I mud not hear you. 

Myron, 
O torment me not ! 

Hear me you ma(t, and more — Your father's valour, 

C 4 In 
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In the late battle, refcu'd me from death : 

And how fhall I be grateful ! Tkoa'rt a p/incefs 

Think not, Mandane, this a fadden ftart ; 

A flafh of love, that kindles and expires ; 

Long have I weight it ; iince I parted hence. 

No night has pafs'd but this has broke my reft. 

And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, I wed I 

In the matureft counfel of my foul. 

Mandate, [j^ftde.'] 
O gods ! I tremble at the rifing ilorm ; 

Where can this end ? 

Myron. 
And do yoa then defpifc 

Mandani. 
My lord, I want the courage t6 accept 

What far tranfcends my merit, and for ever 
Mufl niently upbraid my littk worth. 

My-ron. 
Have I forfook myfelf, forgone my temper 
Headlong to ^11 the gay delights of youths 
And falPn in love with virtue moil fevere ; 
Turned fuperllitious, to make thee my friend ? 
Gods ! have I llruggled through the pow'rful rea 
That flrongly combated my fond refolves ? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqucfl 
And all to be refus'd, to footh your pride. 
And make my rival fport ? 

Mandane. [Kneels,'] 

With patience hear 

Nor Tet my truft in Mjrou prove my ruin, 

M 
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Myron. 
Diftra^ion f Art thou marr/M ? 
Mandane. 

Oh I 

Myron. 
My heart foretold it.— Ah my foul f Auletes. [Sivoons. 

AuLETES. 

Madam» ^tis prudent in you to withdraw — [Exit Mand. 

Myron. 
I do not live — I cannot bear the light ! 
Where is Mundane ? But I would not know. 
She is not mine. — Yet, though not mine in love. 
Revenge, my juft revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her I Let me know her faults : 
Did the proud maid infult me in diflrefs, 
And fmile to fee me gafping ? Speak, Auktes, 
Did (he not figh \ Sure ihe might pity me. 
Though all her love is now another's right. 

AuLETES. 

She figh'd, and wept ; but I remov'd her from you* 

, . Myron. 

It was well donc^ — ^Yet I could gaze for ever. 
And did (he figh ? And did (he drop a tear ? 
The tears (he (hed for me are furely mine ; 
And (hall another dry them on thofe cheeks. 
And make them an excufe for greater fondnefs ? 
Shall I aiTift the villain in his joys \ 
No; I will tear her from him 
rd grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 

...*♦■.: ,. . AuLETES. 

M^ lord, have temper. 

.■? Myron, 

And another's paiTion 

C s VTarm 
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Warm on that lip I another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely >vaift for which I die. 
And fhc confcntLng, wooiftg, growing to him ! 
What golden fcenes, when abfcnt, did I feign f 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air I 
What luxury of thought f And fee my fate ! 
Shall then my flave enjoy her ; and I languiOi 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple, 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold. 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train I 
What if I ftab him ? No— She will not wed 
I lis murderer — I never form'd a wifh. 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I Icflen'd by my late fuccefs ? 
And have I loft my conquefl ? Fly^ jfubtes, 
And tell her 

AuLETES. 

What, my lord f 
Myron. 



AULETES. 



No bid her— — 

Speak! 



Myron. 

I know npt wlmt--*My heart is torn afunder. 

AVLETES. 

Retire, my lord, and rccompofe yourfelf : 
The queen approaches— Ha I her bofom fwells ; ^ 

[Exit Myron, 
Her pale lip trembles j a diforder'd haftc 
Is in her Heps ; her eyes (hoot gloomy fires—- 
When Myn'j is in anger, happy they 
She calls her friends. 

Enur 
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Enter Queen. 
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QyfiEN. 

jiuietest where's the king ? 

AULETES. 

At council, madam. 

QUBEM. 

Let him know I want him. [Exit Aul. 
Bafe I to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 
Fool f to provoke her rage, whofe hand is red 
In her own brother's blood ! 

Enter King and Pheron. 

King. 

Horrid confpiracy ! 

Pheron. 
This night was defUn'd for the bloody deed. 

King. 
Miflaken villains I if they wiih my death. 
They (hould in prudence lay their weapons by : 
So jealous are the gods oi Egypt" s glory. 
It cannot die whild ilaves are arm'd againft me. 
Halle, Pheron, to the dungeon ; plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 
Banifh'd this world while yet. alive, and groan 
In darknefs, and in horror — Let double chains 
Con fume the fleih of Memnons loaded limbs, 
'Till death (hall knock them off— A king's thy friend r 
Nay, more J BuJtru.'^-^-^Go j let that fuffice— — 

Exit Phcrt 

QUKN. 

My lord, your thought's engag:d« 

C 6 Kauq^ 
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KiKO. 

Affairi of fiate . 
Detained me from my queen. 

QUSEV. 

The worid may wait: 
IVc a rcqucft, my lord. 

Kino. 

Oblige me with it. 

Queen. 



Will you comply ? 
Vour queen ? 



Kino. 
My queen, my pow*r is your»* 

QUEBM. 



Kino. 
My queen. 

Queen. 

Indeed, it Ihould be fo— 
1'hen fign thefe orders for Amt\ia^% death.—-— 
lie darts, turns pale, he's finking into earth.--—— 
Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at /her feet ; 
JDoat on my flave, and fue to her for mercy. 
Cf o ; pour forth all the folly of thy foul ; 
But bear in mind, thou giv'll not of thy own : 
'i'hou giv'il chat kindnefs, which I bought with blood. 
Nor (hall I lofc unmov'd. 

Kino. 

I wifli, my queen. 

This dill had (lept a fecret for thy fake ; 
But fincc thy refllefs jealoufy of foul 
Has been fo (ludious of its own difquiet, 
iJiipport it as you may — I own I've felt 
Jmilia% charmn, and th!nk them worth my love. 

Queen. 
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Queen.. 
dar'd thoa bravely own it too ? O infult ! 
etful man ! *tis I then owe a crown ! ^ 

I hadft dill groveird in the lower world, 
viewM a throne at di fiance, had not I 
[ thee thoa waft a man, and (dreadful thought \y 
)ugh my own brother cut thy way to empire ; 
Jiou might'ft well forget a crown beftow'd ; 
: gift was fmall : I liHea'd to thy fighs, 
rais'd thee to my bed^ 

King. 

I thank you for it r 
gifts you made me were not caH: away : 
lerfland their worth : Hufband and King 
names of no mean import j they rife high 
dominion, and are big with pow'r— — 
refer I was, t now am king of Egypt, 
Myrii lord. 

Queen. 
I dream : Art thou Bufiris ? 
Is^ that has trembled at niy feet ? 
art thou now^ my Jove, \vith clouded brow 
snfing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
thou derive thy fpirit from thy crimes ? 
fe thou haflwrong'd me, therefore doft thou threaten, 
roll thine eye in anger ? Rather bend, 
fue for pardon ! — O detellable f 
for a Granger's bed- \ ■ 

King. 

And what was mine, 

n Myr'is firft vouchfaf 'd to fmile on me ? 

QrJEEN. 
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Queen. 
Diflradlioti ! death ! upbraided for mj lore f^ii...; 
Thou art not only criminal, but bafe : 
Mine was a godlike guilt: Ambition in it; 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds ; 
For knowy I hated when I mod carefsM: 
'Twas not Bufirit, but the crown, that charm'd me, 
And fenc its fparkling glories to my heart : 
But thou canft foil thy diadem with flaves. 

Kino. 
Sjphoca ii a king then. 

QVBBN. 

Hal 

Kino. 

Let fair Amelia know Ae king attends her* \Exit. 

QUEBN. 

Go, tyrant, go, and wifely, by thy (hame. 
Prepare thy way to ruin : Til overtake thee. 
Living or dead; if dead, my ghofb (hall rife, 
Shriek in thy ears, and (lalk before thine eyes : 
In death, V\\ triumph o*er my rival's charms. 
And chill thy blood, when clafp'd within her arms ; 
Alone to fuffer is beneath the Great ; 
Tyrant, thy torment fluU fupport my State. [Exit^ 
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ACT III. SCENE !• 

SCENE, The GetteraPs Houfe^ 

Efttir the KiKa. 

King. 

HERE dwells my ftubborn fair : Til footh her prid«|^ 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet : 
But let her well confider ; if fbe's flow 
^ To welcome blifs, and dead to glory^s charms. 
Then my refentment rifes in proportion 
To this high grace e^itended to my flave. 
And tarns the force of her own charms againfl her : 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny*d. 

[Enter the Queen, 'veiled^ 
Amelia^ dry thy tears, and lay afide 

That melancholy veil — '- Ha ! M^rii ! 

Queen. 

Mjris t 
A name that fhould like thunder flrike thine ear. 
And make thee tremble in this guilty place : 
But wherefore doft thou think I meet thee here ? 
Not with mean (ighs, aikd deprecating tears, 
\ To humble me before thee, and increafe 
The nombcr of thy Haves, in hope to break 
Thy rcfolutioDB and avert thy crime ; 
But to denounce, if tkei» fhalt dareperfift. 

The 
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The vengeance due to injor'd heav'n and me : . 
And by. thi^ warning double thy ofFence : 
Think, think of vengeance ; 'tis the only joy 
Which thou haft left me ; I'm no more thy wife. 
Nor queen ; but know I am a woman ftill. 

Enter Auletes. 

AULETES. 

May all the gods watch o'er your life and empire, 
And render omens vain ! So fierce the ftorm. 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations fhakes, 
^nd fuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us. 
As make the boldeft tremble : See the moon 
Robb'd of her light, difcolour'd, without form,= 
Appears a bloody iign, hung out by Jovet 
To fpeak peace broken with the fons of men ^ 
The Nile^ asfrighted, fhrinks within its banks ; 
And as this hour I pafs'd great IJts* temple, 
A fudden flood of lightening ruih'd opoa it, 
And laid the ihrine in afties. 

King. 

O mighty Ifis f 
Why all thefe figns in nature I Why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty ? Jf my crpwn 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back : 
My crown, indeed, I may refign ; but O I 
Who can awake the dead ? ■ ■ ■ 
•Tis hence tliefe fpedtres fhock my midnight thoughts, 
And nature's laws are broke to difcompofe me ; 
'Tis I that whirl thefe hurricanes in air. 
And ihake the earth's foundations with my guih. 
O Mjrii! give me back my innocence. 



" KiNG'of Egypt. 4t 

Queen. • 

I boaght it with an empire. 

King* 

Cheaply fold f 

Why didft thon nrge my lifted arm to ftrike 

The pioas king, when my own heart recoird ? 

Queen. 
Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a woman ^ 

Yoa that are vain of your fuperior reafon, 

And fwell with the prerogative of man ? 

If you facceed, our counfel is of nought ; 

You own it» not accepted, though enjoy M % 

Bat fteal the glory, and deny the favour : 

Yet if a fatal confequence attend. 

Then we're the authors ; then your treachVous praife 

Allows us fenfe enough to be condemned. 

King. 
'Tis prudent to diflcmble with her fury. 

And wait a fofter fcafon for my love. ^AfJe. 

Bid Ifis prieils attend their king's devotions ; 

rU footh with facrifice the angry powVs ; 

Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkfome wombs 

Give up the numerous captives of my wars ; 

Ten thoufand lives to heaven devoutly pour ; 

Nor let the facred knife grow cool from blood. 
Till fevenfold Ifile^ infedted with the (lain. 
In all his Hreams flows purple to the main. \Exit» 
Queen. 

Thin artifice ! I know the facrifice 

You moft intend— But I will dafli your joys ; 

Thou, vidiim, and thy goddefs, both (hall feel me. 

AUL£T£S» 
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AVLITES. 

Madam^ the prince* 

QUCBK. 

And is he dill affli^ed ? 

AuLETES. 

It grieves your faithful fervant to relate it : 

He druggies manfully ; but all in vain : 

Sometimes he calls in muHc to his aid : 

He flrives with martial drains to fire his blood. 

And rouzc his foul to battle ■ ■ » 

Then he relapfes into love again, 

Feeds the difcafe, and doats upon his ruio. 

QlTEfiN. 

Why feeks he here the caufe of all his forrow ? 

AuLETES. 

Kc fecks not here Mundane^ but her father i 
For fricndfhip is die balm of all our cares, 
Melts in the wound, and foftens every fate* 

[Martial Mufig^ 

Enter Myrow, at a diflance* 

Qv r p N . 
ITcav'ns f what a olory blazes from his eye ! 
What force, what majcdy, in cv'ry motion, 
As at each (lep he trod upon a fuc I 

Myropj. 
O that this ardour would for ever lad I 
It (hall ; nor will I curfe my being more ; 
Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdoms, are before me; 
Til bend the bow, and launch the whilUing fpear. 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the dream, 
Where thfckcd faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze. 

I'll 



r 
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111 nomber 1117 own hczit amosg zij focs» 

And conquer ic; or Sc. [Extf^ 

rhe tkoaghcs of war 
Will foon diflodge die ^r one ^m his breaft— 
Bot this has broken in on my inten t 
1 would remind thee of my late commands. 

AULBT£S. 

Madam, *tis needlefs to remind your Have— ^ 
At dead of night I fet the prisoners free. 

QyE£N. 

Yes, f€t the prisoners free — 'tis great revenge ^ 

Such as my foul pants after It becomes me> 

O it will gall the tyrant ! ftab him home ; 
And if one fpark of gratitude furvivcs. 
Soften Sypbeces to my foft defire : 

The tyrant's torment is my only joy ; 
"Te gods ! or let me perifh, or deftroy ;, 

Or rather both ; for what has life to boaft 

When vice is tafteleis grown, and vixtue loH ^ 

Glory and wealth I call upon in vain,. 

Nor wealth, nor glory, can appeafe my pain ; 

My every joy upbraids me with my guilt. 

And triumphs tell me facred blood is fpilt. [£,r/VQu* 

Enter MvRON. 

Myron. 
The fhining images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languilh in mine ear. 
The banners furl'd, and all the fprightly blaze 
Of burni(h'd armour, like the fecting fun, 
Infenfibly i^* vanilh'd from my thought : 

No 
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No battle, ficgc, 01 /torn*, faftaln my (ovt 
In wonted grandeur, ^nd ftll out my breftft i 
But (oftncfb (leaU upon m$f meUing do«irfi 
My rugged heart in Ittngulflunentk and fighi^ 
And pours it out AC my Mandant'% feet— 
I Tee her e'en tbif moment (land before me^ 
Too fair for fight^ and fatal to behold: 
I have her herei I claip her in my armi ; 
And In the madneff of exeeiHve \0vt9 
Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tendemef^. 

AULKTBS, 

My lord, too macb yoti cberifh tbid delafion : 
She is another'!^ 

Mvaow. 
Do not tell me fo : 
gay rather (he if dead ; Each heavenly charm 
Turned into horror I O the pain of pains 
If when the fair one, whom oor foul if fond of, 
Givcf tranfport, tmA ffceivef it from another f 
How docf my foul bum up with ftrong defire ; 
Now (brink into itielf ( Now blaze again ( 
1*11 tear and rend the ftringf that tye me to her : 
If I (lay longer here, I am undone. 

Jfheit goingt Ettier "SiCAHOt, 

NiCANoa. 

My prince, and, fince fuch honourf you voucbfafcj 
My /rifftJ f I have prefum*d upon your favour ; 
Tbif is my daughter*f birth day, and tbif night 
I dedicate to joys, which ever langui(b. 
If you refufe to crown them with your prefence# 

MraoN. 
KUan^jr, I waf warm on other thoughtf— ^ 
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NiCANOR. 

I am ftill near you in the day of danger. 
In toilfome marches^ and the bloody field, 
When nations againfl; nations clafh in arms> 
And half a people in one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown afide, 
Caft off, and uCelefs^ in the hour of peace ? 

Myron. 
Since then yon prefs it, I mail be your gueft ■ - 

Methinks I labour, as I onward move, JfiJe^ 

As under check of fome controuling pow'r. 
What can this mean ? Wine may relieve my thoughts. 
And mirth and converfe lift my foul again. [Excurjt, 

The back- Scene dra^ws^ and Jheitji a banquet. 

Enter M A n d a n e , richly drejfed, 

Mand\>ie. 
It was this day that gave mc life ; this day 

Should give much more, (hould giv€ me MemnoH too : 
But I am rival'd by his chains ; they dafp 
The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace I) ; 
And but an earned of far worfe to come : 
. While he, my foul, in dungeon darknefs clos'd. 
Breathes damp unwholfome (learns, and lives on poifon, 
I am compcird to fuffer ornaments. 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems ; 
To put on all the (hining guilt of drefs, 
When 'tis almoft a crime that I ftill live : 
Thefc eyes, which can't difTcmblc, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are lioncll to my heart : 
E Thcfe robes, ' O M>;w;/o« / are Af^W^;; A chains, 
I Aodload, and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 
'I .[£;f;V Mandanc# 
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£;//rr Myron, Nicanor, Auletbs, l:fc. Tii^ U 
their places. 

Nicanor. 
Sound louder, found, and waft my wiSi to heaven. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my prayVi 
For ever (hinc propitious on my daughter : 
Protcft her, profpcr her; and when I'm dead, 

Still blcfs me in Mamfam's happinefs ! 

[^The bonvl goes round, Muj 
Hade, call my daughter; none can taftc of joy 
Till Ihe, the miftrcfs of the feaft, is with us. 

A fervant brings Nicanor a letter i He reads it. 

The king's conimands at any hour are welcome. 

Myron. 
Not leave us, general ? 

Nicanor. 
Ha ! the king hereVrites m< 

• The difcontented populace, that held. 
O'er midnight bowls, their defperatc cabals, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrors of this (lormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all yon wcftern vale. 
And form a war, impatient for the day : 
The fpreading poifon too has caught his troops, 
And the revolting foldiers (land in arms 
Mix'd with feditious citizens. 

Myron. 

Your call is great. 

Enter M A14 D A N E . My r o n JIarts from his feat in 
diforder, 

Mandane. \^AIide.'\ 
O Memnon / how fhali I become a banquet, Su 
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S^ppiels By ibnow, and cosiplj with j<7? 
Severed fate ! Am I denjM to gricTe ? 

KiCAVOR. 

Be comforted, mj child : 1*11 (oon retorn. 
^y doH thoo make me blufh r I feel my tears 
Ron trickling down my cheek. 

Myros. [4^ '* Anletes.] 

1 molE away : 
Her faiiles were dreadi'al, hot her tears are death. 
I can no more : I fink beneath her charms. 
And feel a deadly ficknefs at my heart. 

NiCANOft. 

Voor cheek is pale : I dare not let you part : 
You are not well' 

MVR.0K. 

A {inall indifpofitioB : 
I foon (hall throw it from me^ — Farewel, general i 
Conqueft attend your arms. 

NiCANOR. 

You (hall not leave 
YoQr feryant''s roof ; *tis an unwholfome air. 
And my apartment wants a gaeft. 
Myron. 

Niamor, 

^^ health returns, I (hall not prefs my couch, 
And hear of diftant conquefb ; but overtake thec ; 
And add new terror to the front of war% 

NiCANOR. 

^I ui -i a " ,01 are a guardian to my child ; 
Let her not mifs a father in my abfence ; 
She's all my foul holds dear. 

Both. lEmhracin^.] J 
Parcwcl. Farewel. Ni- 
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NiCANOR «iv<w// on Myron off ibi ftagOt andrtinr 

NiCANOR. 

My child, I feel a tendernefs at heart 

I never felt before: Come near, Manda/ui 

Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the fathe r 

Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Trefb^d mine; then, turning on thee her faint eye. 
Let fall a tear of fondnefs, and expired—— 
I cannot love thee well enough ; her grace 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace you id/^— My heart overflows-- 
If I fliould fall— Thy mother*8 monument—— 
But I fhall kill thy tendernefs — ^No more : 
Nay, -dp not weep ; I (hall return again, 
And with my deareil child fit down in peace, 
And long enjoy her goodnefs. 

Mandane. 

If the gods 

Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 

NiCANOR. 

Farewel, my only care ; my foul is with thee ; 
Regard your/e//, and you remember me. [E 

£«/^ Myron ^zWAuletes. 

Myron. 
No place can give me ealc ; my reftlefs thought. 

Like working billows in a troubled fea, 

Toflcs mc to and fro ; nor know 1 whither. 

What am I, who, or where ? — Ha ! where indeed I 

But let me paufc, and aflc myfclf again, 

If I am well awake — Impetuous blifs ! 
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My heart leaps ap ; my mounting fpirits blaze ; 
My foul is in a tempell of delight ! 

AVLETES. 

My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breaft. 
Myron. 

What hour of night f 

AULETBS. 

My lord, the night's far fpent. 
Myron. 

The gates are barr'd. 
And all the houbold is composed to reft ? 

AULETES. 

All: And the great Nicanor\ own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueft, expedls you. 

Myron. 
Perdition on thy foul for naming him ! 
Nkanor / O I never (hall fleep more ! 
Defend roe ! Whither wander 'd my bold thoughts I 
firoke loofe from reafon, how did they run mad I 
And now they are come home all arm*d with ftingSp 
And pierce my bleeding heart 
I beg the gods to difappoint my crime; 
Yet almoft wilh them deaf to my defire : 
I long, repent ; repent, and long again ; 
And every moment differs from the laih 
I mad no longer parley wich deflrudlion : 
Metes, (the me ; force me to my chamber; 
There chain me down, and guard me from myfelf : 
Hell rifes in each thought ; 'tis time to fly. Exeunt, 

Enter Mandane and Rameses. 
Rameses. 
I hope your fears have giv'n a falfe alarm. 
Vol. II. D Man-J 
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Makdani. 
YouVe heard my frequent vifions of the night i 
You know my father's abfence, MjroiCi paffion: 
Juft now I met him ; at my fight he ftarted ; 
Then with fuch ardent eyes he wander'd o*er mCp 
And gaz'd with fuch malignity of love. 
Sending his foul oat to me, in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retired. 

Ram£sei. 
Nomofe; m^ friends (which, as I hare informM ; 
The q^een to gall the tyrant has fct Utit) ] 

Are lodg'd within your call ; th' appointed fignal, 
if danger threatens brings them toy oar refciie. 

Mardane. 
Where are they ? 

Ramkies. 

In the hall beneath yoor ch^ml 
Memnon alone is wanting ; he*5 providing 
For your efcape before the morning dawn e 
The red in vizors, fearing to be known. 
Have ventured thro' the ilreets for your protedioft. 

Mandane. 
Aufpicious turn ! then I again am happy. 

Rameses. 
Aufpicious turn indeed ! and what compleats 

The happinefs, the bafe man that betray *d us 
This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king ; 
I took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, 
ConfefsM high thought, and triumphed in his mien: 
I thank'd hjm with my dagger in his heart. 
'Tis late ; fefrefh yourfelf with fleepi Mandane. 

[Exit Manda 
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tSo, 'tis rcfolv'd, if Myrcn dares attempt 
So black a crime, it j unifies the blow : 
He dies ; and my poor brother*s ghoft (hall fmile. 
This way he beuds his fteps : 1 hate his fight ; 
And (hall till death has made it lovely to me. [Exiti 
Enter Myron unJ Auletes, 

Myron. 

how this paffion, like a whirlpool, drives me, 

iM Tc; ^^^ gi(idy» rapid motion, round and round, 

1 know not where, and draws in all my foul ! 
a], I reafon much ; but reafon about her; 

And where fhe is, all reafon dies before: her ; 
And arguments but tell me I am conqucr'd.— — • 
So black the night, as if no (lar e'er (hone 
In all the wide expanfc ; the light'ning*s flaih 
^*°^ Bat (hews' the darknefs ; and the burfting clouds 
Wiih peals of thunder feem to rock the land : 
Not beads of prey dare now from (belter roam, 
' But howl in dens, and make the foreft groan. 
What then am I ? A monfter, yet more fell. 
Than haunts the wilds ?— I am, and threaten more: 
My bread is darker than this dreadful night. 
And feels a fiercer temped rage within,——— 
1 mud— I will— This leads me to her chamber-^ 
Oid not the raven croak ? [StarftKgi 

AULETES. 

1 hear her not. 
Myron. 
^y heav*n, raethinks earth trembles under me.«>^ 
Awake, ye farics, you krc wanting to racj 
finilh me m ill i O take me whole ; 

Da Or 
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Or gods confiriu me good, withodt allay. 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myfelf ; 
Let me not thus be da(h*d from fide to fid&— i 
The old man wept at parting, kneePd before ffle» 
Confided in mc:» gave her to my care. 
Nor long fince fav'd my life— And doubt I ftillf 
Vm guilty of the fa£l ; here let me lie, 
And rather groan for ever in the duft. 
And float the marble pavement with my tears, 
Than rife into a monftcr. [F/ings biwfilf 

Mandani, fajfmg at a dijiana^ fftaks to a finfihb* 

Mandane. 

Well, obferve ne. 

Before the rifing fun my lord arrives. 
To feal our vows ; the holy prieft is with him : 
Watch to receive them at the weilern gate. 
And privately condudl them to my chamber. [Exi^» 
Myron. [Starting ut."] 

torment I racks ! and flames ! then me expedi hio 
With open arms I Am I call out for ever ; 

For ever muildefpair, unlcfs I fnatch 

The prefent nioment ? She is all prepared ; 

Her wifhes waking, and her heart on fire ! 

That powVful thought fwecps heav*n and hell before % 

And lays all open to the prince of Egypt ; 

Born to enjoy whatever he dcfires. 

And fling fear, anguifli, and rcmorfe, behind him. 

1 fee her midnight drcfs, her flowing hair, 
Her flacken'd bofom, her relenting mien, 
All the forbiddin|t» forms of day flung off 
For yiclditg (oLiiQi'i — O 1 m all confufion f 

Ifciver 
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r in each jbint ! Ah ! ihe was made 
lify the blacked crimes, and gild 
nd death with her deflradlive charms. 

AULETES. 

force her then ? 

' Myron. 

Thou villain but to think it. 

Ul folicit her with all my povv> ; 

eft aad crowns (hall fparkle in her fight : 

confent, thy prince is blefs'd indeed, 

wings, and tow'rs above mortality j 

redd, I put an end to pain, 

ly my breathlefs body at her feet. 

A N o A N B, pajpng at a dijiance to ler chamlir^ 
Myron meets bfr, 

Mandane. 
well done, my lord ? 

Myron. 

Condemn me not 
! yoti hear me : Let this pofturc tell you, 
Dt fo guilty as perhaps your fears, 
commendable, modeil fears, fufpefl : 
do not go ; you know not what you do ; 
.*d receive a favour, not conftrain it ; 
n, or good Nicanor, be ft of fathers, 
charge you with the murder of his friend. 

Mandane. 
lore you then pronounce that facred name, 
f^i perfift I Were you his mortal foe, 
could your malice more ? 
Myron. 

O, fair Mandamf 
D3 
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I know my fault ; I know yoar virtue too ; 

But fuch the violence of my diforder. 

That I dare tempt e*en you : Metiunks that guilt 

Has fomething lovely which proclaimi your powV— • 

But touch me with your hand; I die with blifs. 

Why fwells your eye ? By heav'n, I'd rather fee 

All nature mourn» than you let fall a tear. 

I own Vm mad ; bi^t I am mad of love : . 

You can't condemn me more, than I myfelf i 

In that we are agreed ; Agree in all. 

Condemn, but pity me ; refent, but yield ; 

For, O, I burn, I rave, I die, with love I 

Makdans. 

Sir ! 

MYR0iN» ; 

Nay, do not weep fo ; it will kill me ; 
This moment, while I fpeak, my eyes are darkenMi ' 

1 cannot fee thee ; and my trembling limbs 
Refufe to bear their weight ; all left of life 
Is that I love : If love was in our powV, 

The fault were mine ; fmce «ot, you muft comply. 
How god- like to beftow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I fupport, and live ? 

Manoam. 
O, how can you abufe your facrcd reafon. 
That particle of heav'n, that foul of Jo've^ 
To varnifh o'er, and paint, fo black a crime f 
O prince I— — 

Myron. 

What hysMsndanef 

Mandanb, 

Sir, obfervc me: 
My 
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riling fighs* and ever-ftreaming tearSf 
[>ble nature has ^ith pity ieen } 
uld they not work deeper in your ibul> 
od convinced my Torrows fiow for yoa? 
I, my lord, they flow ; for I am fafe 
V you are furpriz'd) : They flow for you ; 
my fatbtrs friend^ my frtnce^ my gueft-^ 
my guardian god, attempts my peace^ 
ed I further reafon for thefe tears ? 
aflbrds no objed of concern 
ty as to bdiold a genVous mind, 
by a fudden guft, and da(h*d on guilt—— 
fe ; you ought not : 'Tis impradicable ; 
inot — Make necei&ty your choice j 
one moment of defeated goilt, 
tlefs bafcnefs, overthrow the glory 
hole illaftrioQs life has dearly bought, 
»me marches, and in fields of blood. 

EiUer AuL£Tis, a»d fervmU. 

AULSTEt. 

, your lifers befet ; the room beneath 
g'd with ruffians, which but wait the fignal, 
and (heath their daggers in your heart. 

Myron. 
I f* Curft forcerefs ; it was a plot, 

ed by them all, to take my life, 

6 the bait to tempt me to the toil. 



AULETES. 

No ; firft enjoy, then murder her* 
condud, and you dill are, fafe^ 
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They all are fna(k*d : I have my viz«r t00| 
But time is fliort ; for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, forfafccy, fly to your apartments 

[;Tq th$ princt* 
You bear ManJane to her clofet— You [To fimfontu 
Speed to the Southern gate, and burft it open. 
[^Ai the fervanti fetKt Mandane, Jht givn itf fgnaU 
Shi is borne off. 

Enter Ramebei and conj^iratorj, ntnftCd. 

Uameses. 
The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him! 

Difperfc ; fly fcvcral ways; let each man bear 

A flcady point, well levelled at his heart : 

M he cfcapes us now> fuccefi attend himi 

May he for ever triumph ! 

Ai they paft the ft age in confufidfi^ AuLBTII gntirs 
mnjk'd among them. 

AULEIEI. 

Ha! Why halt you! 

Turfue, purfue; e'en now I faw the mon(ler» 

The villain Myron ^ with thefc eyes I faw him, 

Bearing his prize fwift to the Wcftern gate : 

There, there, it burft [A noife nvitlcut. 

Alt. 

Away ) purfue. 

AuLETES. [fVithout.] 

Tis done i 
Advance the maflTy bar ; and all is fafe : 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the pafs. 
Enter Myrok. 

MVRON. 

I fliall at Icaft have time for vengeance on her. 

And 
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^nd then I care not if I die. Barbarians ! 

1*Heir fWords are pointed at my life ! 'Tis well I 

Bat I will give them an excafe for murder ; 

Such, fuch a canfe— ^Off love, and foft compaiTion ; 

Harden each finew of my heart to (leel : 

I'll do, what done will (hock myfelf, and thofe 

Whom time fets farthefl from this dreadful hour. 

Ent^r Manoane, /ore' J in ly Auletfs, 
Mandane. 
By all the powVs that can revenge a falihood, 

Vm innocent from any thoughts of blood. 

Myron. 
Why then your champions here in arms ? 'Tis falfe. 

Mandai^e. 
Ah ! let my life fuffice you for the wrong 

You charge upon me f O my royal mader ! 

M7 fafety from all ill ! . my great defender ! 

Or did my father but infult my tears. 

And give me to your care to fufFer wrong ; 

Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father ; 

He loves us both, and my fevere diftrefs 

Will fcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 

[Myron tjoalks paffionately at a dijiance. ' 
Myron. 
)Iavc3, are you fwern againft me ? Stop her voice, 

\nd bear her to my chamber. 

Mandan£. 

OSir? O Myron t 
Jehold my tears — Here I will fix for ever — 
['11 clafp your feet — and grow into the earth — 
cut me, hew me — give to evVy limb 

D S A 
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A feparate death— bat fpare my ipotlefi virtue y^^ 
But fpare my fame— Yoa wound to diftant agcf— « 

And thro" all time my memory will bleed. 

M Y ROM . [ Aj fervants fine in Mandanc.} 
DiAradtion! All the pains pf hell are on me I 

M A N D A N E . [She is borne of.} 
O Memnon ! O luy lord ! — my life ! where art thou ? 

[Myron exfrefes fudden pajjion and fur prize : Standi 
a^'^hilt Jixtd in ajionijhment \ thin /peaks. 

Myron. 
As many accidents concur to work 

My paflions up to this unheard-of crime. 
As if the ^od^ dcfi^n'd it — bo it then 
Their fault, not nunc-^Memnon f Said flie not i(i/««Mf 
My heart began to ftaggcr ; but 'tis over— 
Heav'n blaft me, if I thought it poffible 
J could be (lill more curft — That hated dog. 
Her lord, her life [ — I thank her for my cure 
Of all rcmorfe and pity ; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the Ioofen*d reina 
On my wild paiHon to run headlong on, 
And, in her ruin, quench a double fire ; 
The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Deftrudion full of transport ! I^, I come. 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom x 
I know the danger, and I know the fhame -, 
But, like our Phcenix, in fo rich a flame 
I plt\nge triumphant my devoted head. 
And doat ob death in that luxurious bed» 



ACT 



r 

I 



King of Eg irp/r^ 




A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Myrok in the ntmoft diforder^ hare»headed^ nx:ithont 
lights &Ci Walks difturhedly before be /peaks,' 

MVRON. 

HEnceforth ]et no man truft the firft faife flep 
OF gailt ; it hangs upon a precipice, 
Whofe deep defcent in lad perdition ends. 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 

Which I this evening fram'd ! But be it fo : 

Conrummate hofror I guilt beyond a name ! 

Dare not, my foul, repent ; in thee repentance 

Were fecond guilt, and thou blafphem'll juft heav'n^ 

By hoping mercy. Ah f my pain will ceafe 

When gods want pow'r to punifh. — Ha ! the dawn— 

Rife never more, O fun ! let night prevail ; 

Eternal darknefs clofe the world's wide fcene. 

And hide me from Nicanor and myfelf ! 

Who's there i [Enter Auletea* 

AVLETES. 

My lord? 

Myron. 

Aulefes f 

AULETES. 

Guard y^ur IHe« 
The hooTe is rouz'd; the fervants all alarm'd ; 
Tiie gilded tap«r& dart from room to room ^ 

D 6 Solema 
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Solemn conruHonp and a trembling hafie, 
Mixt with pale horror, glarei oa aWrjr face i 
The (lrengthen*d foe has ru(h*d upon your guards 
And cut their pafTage thro* them to the gate ; 
Implacable Ramf/u leads them on, 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood; 

MvaoN, 
Why, let them come i let in the raging torrent : 
I wi(h the world would rife in arms againft me ; 
For I mud die ; and I would die in (late. 

Tke doors are bur ft ppm . Servanfj p^/i thejlagt in tumult: 
R A M E 8 B 8 , b'r . furfut M Y R ON *s guar/i over thejiagi h 
thin Ramesms aWSyphocbs enter ^ meeting. 

Rambsbs. 

Where is the prince ? 

Syhoces. 

The monfter ftands at bay : 
We can no more than Ihut him from efcape, 
^I'ill further force arrive. 

Rameses. 

O my Syphocet ! 

SypHocEs. 
Thin is a f;rleri but not for words. 

Does (he ilill live ? 

Rambfes. 

She lives ! — but O how blcfs'd 
Arc they which arc no more ! Py ftcalih I faw her ; 
Cad on the ground in mourning weeds (he lies ; 
\Ut ibrri and loofcn'd trc/Tcs (hade her round > 
Thro' which her face, ail pale, as flic were dead, 
Gler.mn like a fickly moon ; too great her grief 
For words or tears ! but ever and anon^ 

f'' After 
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After a dreadful, ftilU iofidious calm, 
Collefling all her breath, long, long fupprefsM, 
She fobs htr foul out in a lengthened groan, 
So fad, it breaks the heart of all that hear. 
And fenda her maids in agonies away. 

Syphoces. 
O tale, too mournful to be thought on f 
Kameses. 

Hold 

1^0, let her virgins weep ; forbear, Syphousi 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge i 
Difp'atch your letters ; Til go comfort her. 

[A /errant Jpeaks afide to Ramefes. Exit Syphoces. 
Amd has (he then commanded none approach her ? 
I'm forry for it ; but I cannot blame her. 
Such 16 the dreadful ill, that it converts 
All ofFer'd cure into a new difeafe : 
It ihuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 

Re-enter Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 
Your father is returned ; redundant Nilf^ 
Broke from its channel, overfwells the pafs. 
And fends him back to wait the waters fall. 

Rameies. 
And is he then returned ? — I tremble for lilm.—— — 

I fee his white head rolling in the dud : 

But hafte i it is our duty to receive hira. [Exit^ 

Enter Myron. 

Myron. 
I feel a pain of which I am not worthy ; 
A pain, an anguifh, which the honeil man 

Alone 
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Alone deferves.— Is it sot wondrom ftr4ftge» 
That I, who (labb*d the very heart of natare^ 
Should have furviving ought of man aboot me ? 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitade 
And friendfhip flill the ftabborn fparks farviye ; ' 
And poor Nicanor\ torments pierce my foul. 
Confulion ! he's returned— - [S farting. 

Enter Nicanor. 
Ni c AN R . l^U'uandng to imhrace Myron.] 

My prince-— 
Myron. [Turning afide^ and hiding his /aciJ] 

My friend «* 
Nicanor. 
I interrupt you, Sir— — 

Myron. [Smiting his hnaft . ] 
I had thee there : 
Before thou cam'tt^ my thoughts were bent upon thee^ 

Nicanor. 
O Sir, you are too kind f 

Myron. [Aflde.l 

Death ! tortures ( hell ! 
Nicanor. 
What fays my prince ? 

Myron. 

A fudden pain. 

To which Fm fubjcft, ftruck acrafs vay heart : 
;Tis paft ; Tm well again. 

Nicanor. 

Heav'n guard your health I 
Myron. 
poft thou then wiih it \ 

Nicanor. 

Am I Chen diftrulled ? 

Tbeft 
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Tlien, when I faVd yoor life, I dlid the leaft 

I e'er wou'd do to ferre yoo. 

Myron. 

Barbarous aumf 

NiCANOR. 

What hare I done, my prince ? which way ofFended ? 
Has not my ]ife, my foul, beep yours ? 
Myron. 

Oh!-Oh!— 
Ni c A N o R . rTaies him by the band,'] 
By heav'n, Vm wrong'd ! fpeak, and I'll clear myfelf. 

Myron. 
Vm poifon and deftrudlion ; curfe thy gods ; 

ril kill thee in compaflion.—— O my brain f 

Away, away, away ! [S beeves bimfrpm bim, going. 

NiCANOR. 

Do, kill me, prince 
Y^ (haU not go ; I do demand the caufe. 
Which has put forth thy hand againd thy father ! 
For, thus provok'd, Til do myfelf the juftice. 
To tell thee, youth, that 1 deferve that name ; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than L 

Myron. 
I hear them ; they are on me — Loofe thy hold^ 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaft. 

NiCANOR. 

Your daggers needlefs ! O ungrateful boy I 

Myron. [Embrace.'] 
Forgive me. Father ! O my foul bleeds for theef 

{_Js be is going out^ Auletes meets bim, and /peah tm 
bim afide. 
What, no efeape ? on ty*fy fide inclos'd ? 
Then I refotve to periib by his hand^ 
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^is juft I (hou'd ; and meaner death I fcorn ; 

But how to work him to my fate, to fting 

His pafiion up fo high, will be a talk 

To me fevere ; as difficult as flrange. 

Support me, cruel heart ; it mafk be done. l^fjidt. 

NiCAKOR. 

Now, from my very foul, I cannot tell- 
But 'tis enchantment all; for things fo flrange 
Have happen^, I might well difh-uil my fenfe ; 
But, if mine eyes aretrne, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiih; and, I mud confefs. 

Your grief is juft — It was inhuman in you 

But tell the caufe; unravel, from the bottom. 
The mydery that has embroiPd our loves 
(For ftill, my prince, I love, fince you repent): 
What accident deprived me of my friend, 
And loft you to yourfelf ? 

Myron. 

A traitor's fight I 

NlCA^OR. 

Beneath my roof? 

Myron. 

Beneath thy very helmet : 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyfelf. [Draws^ 

NtCANOR. 

Diftraaion ! 

Traitor ! For Handing by your father's throne ; 

And ftemming the wild ftream, that roars againft it. 
Of rebel fubjeds, and of foreign foes ? 
For training thee to glory and to war ? 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 

The 
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The noble ardors of a futorc god ? 

Farewel ; 1 dare not troll my temper more. 

Myron. 
Grey headed^ venerable, traitor I 

^ Enter RamESES. 

Ram£ses. 

Haf 

Turn, turn, blafphcmcr, and rcprcfs thy taunts ; 
All provocation's needlefs, but thy Hght. 

\Ht nJfauUj the frince ; Nicanor binders him% 

NiCANOR. 

Forbear^ my ion. 

Rrmesss. 
Forbear ? 

Nicanor. 

If I am calm« 
Your rage fhonld ceafe. 

Ramescs. 

No I 'tis my own revenge ; 
Unlefs, Sir, you difown me for your Ton. 

NlCAMOR. 

Thy fword againft thy prince ? 

Ramesfs. 

A vJlain I 
Nicanor. * 

Hold! 

Rameses, 
The word of villains ! 

Nicanor. 

*Tis too much, 
Rameses. 

G father!— 

Ni. 
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NiCANOR. 

What wouldfl tboa ? 

Rameses. 
Sir, your daughter— —• 

NiCANOR. 

Rightly thoug] 
She bed can comfort me in all ray forrovy : 
Call, call Uandant : To behold my child 
Wou*d chear me in the agonies of death ; 
Call her, ^tfw/»yJ/— -Am I difobey'd i 

Rambsbi. 

OSirl- 

NlCANO|. 

What mean thofe tranfports of concern ? 

Rambsb3. 
Though Vm an outcaft from your love, I weep 
To open your black fcene of mifery. 

NiCANOR. 

Where will this end ? O my foreboding heart ! 

RAIilSES. 

Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting. 

Yon gave, with flreaming eyes, your fouPs delight. 

While yet your laft embrace was warm about him* 

Gloomy and dreadful as this flormy night, 

Ru(h on your child, your comfort, your Mandane^ 

All fweet and lovely as the blulhing morn. 

Seize her by force, now trembling, breathlefs, pale 

Proflrate in anguifh, tearing up the earth. 

Imploring, ftirieking, to the gods and you 

O hold tsi'j braitv !— -Look there, and think the refL 
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7be bmckfcne tfem. A imriiM^i dmmUr^ n hiy mmi the 
cv tains irmm. Wumim pajs mii^ ^39te^i^% &C. Nl* 
CXNOH falls hoik $m Raueses. 

NlCANOH. 

Is*t po&ble — my child ! my only daughter ! 

The growth of my own life ! that fweoienM age 

Aod pain ! — O nature hleeds within me ; 

Ma!IDA1SI. 

Weep not, my virgins ; cuSt your ufelefs tcarsi 

Kiodnefs is thrown away apon defpair* 

And but provokes the forrow it would eafe* 

NiCAKoa. 
Affift me forwards. • 

Mandahi. 

Moft Qiwdcome newt ! 

Is he retnr&M ? The gods fupport my fitthcr. 

I BOW begin to wifh he lovM me lefs. 

NlCAHOR. 

There, diere, fte piercM tbe very tend*rell nerre: 

She pities me, dear babe; Ihe pides me : 

Through all the raging tortnres of her foul. 

She feels my pain f E^t hold, my heart, to thank heri 

Then burft at once» and let the pan^s of death 

Pot MjroH from my thought, [G«« /• btr. 

Mandanb. 

Severed fate 

Has done its worft— I've drawn my father's tears.-* 

NlCANOR. 

Forbear to call me by that tender name ; 

Since I can't help thee, I would fain forget 

Thou art a part of me — It only iharpens 

Thofc pangs, which, if a flrangcr, Ifhould feci— • 

O 
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O fpare roe, my Mandane ! To behold thee 

In fuch excefs of forrow, quite deflroys me. 

And I (hall die, and leave thee, unrevengM. 

Makdanb. 
O Sir ! there are misfortunes mod fcvere, 

Which yet can bear the light, and, well fuftain'd. 
Adorn the fufFercr. — But this afflidion 
Has made defpair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extindion, and eternal night. 
As height of happinefs. [^c^ne Jhuts on thei 

Enter SyphOCES. 

Rameses. 

O my Syfhoces! 

SypHOCEs. 
And does this move you ? does this melt yott dowi^f 

And pour you out in forrow ? Then fly far. 
Ere Memnon comes; he comes with flufhing cheek. 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away. 
And blefs his fate : How dreadfully deceiv*dl 

Rameses. 

Tbe melancholy fceae at length begins. 

Enttr Mem mom. 

Memnon. 
O give me leave to yield to nature. 
And indulge my joy 
My friend ! my brother ! O the ecftafy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart I 
You love me not, if you refufe to join 
In all the juft extravagance and flight 
Of boundlefs tranfport on this happy hour. 
Where is my foul, laj Wifs, my lovely bride! 
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Call, call her forth ; O hafte ; the prieft expe£b os» 
A.nd ev^ry moment is a crime to love. 

Rames£s. [TV Syphoces.] 
Speak to him :—Pr'y thee ipeak. 

Syphoces, 



By hcav'n, I cannot. 



' Memnon. 
What can this mean f 

Rameses. 

Syf/joces, 

Syphoces, 



Nay; Ramefes. 



Mrmnon. 
By all the gods, they draggle with their forrows. 

And fwallow down their tears to hide them from me : 

By friendihjp*8 facred name, I charge you, fpeak. 

\They looktn him twith the utm$fi ctmcern^ and go out on 
difftytnt Jides of the fiage. 

Was ever roan thos left to dreadful thought. 
And all the horrors of a black farmife ( 
What woe is this too big to be exprcfs'd ? 
my fad heart ! Why bod'ft thou fo fevercly ? 
Mandan€% lifers in danger ! There indeed ; 
Fortone, I fear thee dill ; her beauties arm thee $ 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought : 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate ! 

Enter a fir*vanti and giifes him a paper. He reads. 
Enter Rameses. Memnow f^woonSf and falls on 

R A M E S£S. 

Rameses. 
*Twerc happy if his (bul wou'd ne'er return : 

Tht 
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The gods may ftill be merciful in this. 



His lids begin to rife. — How fares my friend ? 

Memnon. 
Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 

Enter Syphoces. 

Syphoces. 
Fainting beneath tV oppreffion of her grief. 

This way Mandane feeks the frefher air : 
Let us withdraw ; 'twill pain her to be fcen. 
And moftof all by you. 

Memnon. 

By my own heart, 
I judge, and am convinc'd.— I dare not fee her : 
The fight wou'd flrike me dead. 

[v// Memnon // goings Mandane meets him : B9thjla 
back: She firieks, Memnon nco'vcrs him/elf^ a\ 
falls at her knees^ embracing them : She tries to di 
engage: He not fermiitingy Jhe raifes him: He tstk 
her paj/jonately in his arms : They continue ffeecbie^ 
und motionlfs for fome time* 

Rameses. 
Was ever mournful interview like this ? 
See how they writhe with anguifh ! hear them groan ! 
See the large filent dew run trickling down, ' 
As from the weeping marble ; paflion choaks 
Their words, and they're theftatuesof defpairl 

Memnon. 
O my Mandane f 

IJt this Jhe njioUntly breaks from him, and exii 

But one moment more. 
[Js Memnon is foUonvingy Ramefei ioJels hit 

RaM£S£8» 

Brother- 
Mil 



7^ 



Kino of Egypt. 

Memnon. 
Forgive me. — 

Rambses. 

YouVe to bla^ie.— 

Memnon. {Fointing after herJ] 

Look there. 



My heart is burning. 



Revenge I 



Rameses. 

With Revenge? 
Memnon. 

And Love. 
Rameses. 



Memnon. 
One dear embrice ; 'twill edge my fword. 
Syphoces. 
No, MimMft ; if our fwords now want an edge. 
They'll want for ever ; to this fpot I charm thee. 
By the dread words. Revenge and Liberty I 
This is the crifis of our fates ; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'er us ; 
They watch to fee us afl like prudent men. 
And out of ills extrad our happinefs. 
My friends, thefe dire calamities, like poifon. 
May have their wholfome ufe : This fad occafion^ 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our finking faction. 
And flill the tyrant (hakes. 

Rameses. 

My father comes ; 

Or fnatch this moment, or defpair for ever : 

While paflions glow, the heart, like heated fteel, 

T^es each impreflion, and is work'd at plealiore. 

4 EntiT 
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Enier Nicamor. 

NiCANOR. 

Why have the gods chofe out my weakeft hour* 

To fct their terrors in array againft me ? 

This wouM beat down the vigour of my yoath. 

Much more grey hairs, and life worn down fo low. 

Vain man! to be fo fond of breathing long, 

And fpinning out a thread of mifcry : 

The longer life, the greater choice of evil j 

The bappieft man is but a wretched thing, 

That deals poor comfort from comparifons ; 

What then am I ? Here will I fit me down. 

Brood o'er my cares, and think myfelf to death. 

Draw near, Ramf/esi I was ra(h erewhile. 

And chid thee without caufe— How many years 

Have I been cas*d in ileel ? 

Rames^s. 

Full threefcore years 

Have chang'd.the feafons o'er your crefted brow^ 

And feen your faucbion dy*d in boflile blood. 

NiCANOR. 

How many triumphs fince the king has reign*d ? 

Rameses. 
They number jud your battles, one for one. 

NiCANOX. 

True ; I have followed the rough trade of war 
With fome fuccefs, and can, without ablufli, 
Review the (haken fort, and fanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleafure, third and toil 
Bled objedls of ambition. I remember 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 

Wb< 
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I the barVd arrow from my gaping thigh 
jtrrenchM with labour, I difdaki'd the groan, 
ife I fuffcr'd for Bujiris' fake. 

Rameses. 
idngisiiotto blame. 

NiCANOR. 

Is not the prince his fon I 
Ramesbs. 
Q himfclf-^— 

NiCANOR. [Rifing in paffionJ] 

And has he loll his guilt, 

e he has injured me ? Ere while thy blood 
kindled at his name. — Didit thon not tell me 
uneful black defign on poor ^mslia f 
enmon ! what a glorious race is this* 
Qake the gods a party in our caufe, 
draw down blefiings on us ! 
Memnon. 

He that fupports them 
ich black crimes, is fharer of their guilt. 

NlCANQR. 

t out the man, and, with thefe withered hands, 
ly upon his throat, though he were lodg'd 
Kin the circle of Bufiris* arms. 
Rameses. 
that prevents it not when in his power, 

ports them in their courfe of flaming guilt ; . 
1 you are He. 

NiCANOR. 

Thou rav'ft. 
SypHOCEs. 

The army's yours: 
! founded every chief; but wave your finger, 
^OL. n. E ThoB 
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Thoufands Tall off the tyrant'a fide, tnd letfve Utt 

Naked of help» and open to deftro&ioii : 

But fweep his minions, cot a padder*6 thfoat^ 

Or lop a fycophant, the work is done. 

NicANOR. IStarting.*] 
What would you have me do f 

MSMNON. 

Let not yoar heart 
Fly o(F from your own thought ; be Cruly great { 
Kefent your country*s fuffierings as your 6wn : 
A generous foul is not confined at home. 
But fpreads itfelf abroad o*er all the pablic. 
And ferls for every member of the land. 
What have we feen for twenty rolling years. 
But one long trad of blood ! or, what is worfe. 
Thronged dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans ( 
And free-born men opprefs'd ! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curfe the moment of their birth ? 
Shall all the mother's fondnefs be employed 
To rear them up to bondage, give them (Irength 
To bear afHidions, and fupport their chains •{ 

Sypiioces. IKneeling.'} 
To you the valiant youth mull humbly bend. 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve, 
And graceful port defign'd to bkfs the world. 
And take your great example in the field. 
May not be forc'd by lewdnefs in high place. 
To other toils, to labour for difcafe. 
To wither in a loath 'd embrace, and die 
At an inglorious diflance from the foe. 

Rameses. [Knee/ifTg.'} 
To you /imelia lifts her hands for fafcty. 
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MemnON. [Burfting into tears. 
b^ToyoiiF— ^ 

ir'n, he cannot fpeak. — ^I underftand tbee i 
Rifc'^my fon : Rife all ; your work is done % 
>eri(h all ; thefe creatures of my fword. 

not feen whole armies vaulted o'er 
ying jav'linsy which ihut out the day, 
11 in rattling dorms at my command* 
f, and bury, proud Bufiris* foe ? 
^ and reigns ; for I have been his friend t 
1 unmake him^ and plough up the ground 

his proud palace ftands. [Exit^ 

Memmon. 

O my Mandane ! 
\ gods by dreadful means bellow fuccefs» 
. in their vengeance moft feverely blefs : 
tn thy bright dreaming eyes our triumphs flow» 
: tyrant falls, Mandane ftrikes the blow : 
he fair moon, when feas fwell high, and pour 
^aHeful deluge on the trembling ihore, 
)ires the tumult from her clouded throne, 
ere iilent, penfive, pale, ihe fits alone, 
I all the diftant ruin is her owi|i 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

SCENE/ ne FiiU. 
£ntfrBv$i%}$ and Auletes. Jn alarum at a dtfta 

BusiRis. 

WEIcome the voice of war ! Tho* loud the foui 
It faintly fpeaks the language of my heart i 
It wbiTpers what I mean. But fay, AuUtts, 
What urge chefe forlorn rebels in cxcufb 
For choofing ruin ? 

AULBTES. 

Various their complaints x 
But fome arc loud, that while your heavy hand 
Pre/Tes whole millions with incefTant toil 
(Toils fitter far for beads than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
>Vecds are their food, their cup the muddy iV//<r. 

BusiRis. 
Do they not build for me ? Let that reward them. 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be gazM at. 
And temper all my cement with their blood ; 
Whole pains and art reformed the puzzled year, 
Thub drawing down the fun to human ufe, 
And making him their fervant? Who purti'd ofF 
With mountain dams the broad redundant A7/r, 
Defcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ilranger (Ircam in unaccullom'd ihorcs ? 

W 



Kino of Egypt* ^7 

Nho from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 
Bot Tirtties arc forgot— Away — ^To arms f 
I call to mind my glorioas anceflry. 
Which, for ten thoufand rolling years renotvn'd. 
Shines up into eternity itfelf. 

And ends among the gods. \^An alarum. 

Enter Me fAHos. 

AULETBS. 

The rebel braves us. 
BusiRis. 
Hold ; let our weapons third one moment longer ; 
And death Hand dill ; *tis he receives my nod. ■ ■ 
Whom meet I in the midft of my own realm, 
With bold defiance on his brow ? 

Memnon. 

The flayc. 

Whom dread Bu^rh lately laid in chains ; 

An emblem of his country. 

BusiRis. 

Is it thus 
Voa thank my royal bounty ? 

Memnon. 

Thus you thank'd 
rhe good Jrtaxti \ thus you thank'd my father. 

Busiais. 
What I have done, conclude mof); right and juft; 

E'er I have done it ; and the gods alone 

^hall a(k me Why : Thou liv'ft, altho' they fell j 

And| if they fell unjuftly» greater thanks 

Are due from Thee, whom e'en injuflice fpar'd. 

Memnon. 
rhy kindnefles are wrongs ; they mean to footh 

Uiy injured foo}, and Aeal it from revenge. 

E 3 Busims. 
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BUSIRZS. 

Turn back thine eye ; behold thy troopt are thui» 
Thy men are rarely fprinkled o'er the $eld, 
And yet thou carriefl jnillions on thy tongue. 

Memnon. 
All thy blood-thirfty fword has laid in duft 

Are on my fide ; they come in bloody fwarms. 
And throng my banners : Thy anequalM crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory.— • 
\ BusiRis. 

Ha! 

MSMNON. 

Nay, (lamp not, tyrant; I can flamp as loud^ 
And raife as many daemons at the found* 

BusxRxi. 
r wear a diadem. 

Memnon. 
And I a fword. 

BusiRis. 
Yet, yet fubmit, I give thee life. 

Memnon. 

Secure your oW« : 
No more, Bujtrts ; bid the dm fareweL 

■ BusiRis. 
£u/jns and the fun fhould fet together: 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, . 
Know thou, I fall like fome vail pyramid ; 
I bury thoufands in my great deftrudlion. 

And thou the firft Slave ! in the front of batde; 

There thou ihalt £nd me. 

Memnon. 

Thou ihalt find me there. 

And have well paid that gratitude I owe. [Exeunt. 
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J continued alarum. 
Enter Myron ^w^Nicanor, meeting. 

NiCANOR. 

s not mine eye ftrikc terror through thy fonl, 
ihake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
: boy ! the foulnefs of thy guilt fecures thee * 
n my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime. 

My^on. 
man, didfl thoa iland up in thy own cavife^ 
en fhould be afraid of fourfcore years, 
I tremble at grey hairs ; but tince thy frenzy 
lent thofe venerable locks to caft 
lofs of virtue on the blackeft crime, 
urfl rebellion I this giveis back my heart, 
h all its rage, and I'm a man again. 

NiCANOR. 

ne on, and nfe that force of arms I taught thee ; 
now refume the life I gave fo late. 

Myron. 
ieve thoa haft but half a life to lofe^ 
1 doft defraud my vengeance— At my touch, 
Du moulder'ft into duft, and art forgotten : 

[Preparing to Jigbt^ MyxovL ftofs Jhort* 
, no ! I cannot fight with thee ; begone, 
d (hake elsewhere ; thoa canft itot want a death 
fuch a field, though I refafe it to thee : 
nefei^ Memnon^ give them to my fword, 
tain'd by thoufands ; but to fly from thee, 
•m thee, moft injured man, fhall be my praife, 
d ri& above the conqoefi of mj foes« 

E 4 Ni3 
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NiCANOR. 

.Tis not old age^ th* avenging gods porfae thee f 
IHt retira before Nicanor of tbefiage. A loud alar 

Enter BusiRis and Avletes, in pur/uif, 
BusiRis. 
*Tis well ; I like this madnefs of the field : 
J.et heightened horrors, and a wafte of death. 
Inform the world, Bufiris is in arms : 
Sat then I grudge the glory of my fword 
To flaves and rebels ; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and furvive in fame, 

AuLBTES. 

i panted after in the paths of death. 
And could not but from far behold yoar plume 
(J'crdiadcAv flaughter'd heaps, while your bright hcl 
Struck a diilingut(h'd terror through the fields 
The diilant legions trembling as it blaz*d. 

BUSIRIS. 

Think not a crown alone lights up my name ; 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, IJij ! 
'I'hat whilft Bufiris treads the fanguine field. 
The foremoll fpirit of his hofl fiiould conquer 
But by example, and beneath the (hade. 
Of this high-brandi(h'd arm. Didft thou e'er fear i 
Sure 'tis an art ; I know not how to fear ; 
Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 
And if death muft be fear'd before His felt. 
Thy mafler i^ immortal, O y^«/f/«— 
But while I fpeak, they live ! 
Where fall the founding cataradls of iW/f , 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; 

] 
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Like dieniy Til rulh ; like them, my fury poor ; 
And give the fature world one wonder more. 

[Exeunt. 

InterMrxOftf engaged ivtth a party : His plume isfinitten 
off: He drives the foe, and returns. 
Myroh. 
When death^s fo near, but dares not venture on of, 
Tis heaven^s regard, a kind of falutation, 
Which to ourfelves our own importance (hews :— «— 
Faint as I am, and almoft fick of blood. 
There is one cordial would revive me dill ; 
The fight of Memnen ; place that fiend beftre me.— — ^ 

\Exit. 
Enter Memkov. 

Memnon. 
Where, whereas the prince ? O give him to my fword ! 
His tall white plume, which, like a high-wrought foam. 
Floated on the tempeiluous dream of fight, 
Shew'd where he fwept the field ; I follow'd fwift. 
But my approach has tum*d him into air 

lEnter Myrom 
The fight but now begins f 

Myron. 

Why, who art thou f 

Memnor. 
Prinae, I am—' 

. Myron. \pi/dainfuUy,'] 
Memnon! 

Memngn. 

No—I'm Mandane. 

Myron. 

Ilaf 

£5 M£MKO^}, 
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Memn ov. [Sinking his 9wh bmd and irUtJI. 
She's bere» ihc'i here, (he*! all : Her wfoagi and viftac 
Virtoes and wrongs ! Thoo worfe than murderer ! 

Myron. 
I charge thee name her noti forbear the croak 
With that iU.omen*d note. 

MlMMOli, 

Mandamt 
Myron. 

Be It £>. 
When I reflect on her mean Love for thee, 
y^nd plot againft my life, my pain is left. 

Memnon. 
*Tis falfe ; (he meant, (he knew it not ; Ramefist 
He, only he> was cotffcioos of the thought. 

Myron. 
Then Tm a wretch indeed I 

Memnon. 

Asfuchrilufethee: 
ril cru(h thee like fome poifon on the earth ; 
Then hafle and cleanfe me in the blood of men. 

Myron. 
I thank thee for this fpirit which exalts thee 

Into a foe, I need not blulh to meet : 

Now, from my foul, it joys me thou art found ; 

And found alive : By heaven, fo much I hate thee, 

I fcar'd that thou wail dead, and hadft efcap'd me : 

ril drench my fword in thy detefted blood. 

Or foon make thee immortal by my own. 

Villain ! 

Memnon. 
Mjron! 

Myro: 
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My&oit. 
Rebel ! 

Mbmnon. 
Mjrvnf Uhfy fight: 



My&ok. 
Mkiimon. 



HeUI 



ulam! 



MvRON. [Falls.l 
nd ju' 



Jttft the blow, and j after ftiU, 
ufe imbitter'd to me by that hand 
ill deteft ; which gives my foul an earned 
^aft anfathomable woes to come y 
t drcadfal dowry for my dreadfal love : 
ve the world my mifery's example i 
i*d aright, no trivial legacy* Dicf^ 

EnUr Syphocjs.^ 

Syphoces, 
ord, I bring yon moft unwelcome news : 
oor Mundane wander'd near the field, 
)pe to fee her injuries reveng'd, 
ightlefs of any fuflferiags bat the pa((, 
ity Df the foe, faw, ieiz'd, and bore her oC 

MtM«OH. 

;eance and conqueft now are trivial thingt^ ; 
made their prize. 'Tis impious in my foul 
Qtertain a thought but ai her reicue : 
, now, I plunge into the thickefl war^ 
ime bold diver, from a precipice 
Olid ogsan^ to regain a gem 

£ d Whofe 
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Whofe lofs impoverilh'd kings ; to bring it btcki 
Or fee tbe day no more. [Exi 

Enfir MAHDAnEt pH/otier* 

Mandanb. 
A genVoos foe will hear his captive ipeak i 
A benefit thas, kneeling, I implore : 
Let one of all thofe fwords that glitter round me, 
Touchfafe to hide its point ivithin my brcaft. 
Enfer MsMNOif. 

Memnok. 
Ah villains ! curfed Atheifts I Can yon bear 
That poftare from that form ? What, what are nomlx 
When I behold thofc eyes ! Not mine the glory. 
That fingly thus I quell a hoft of foes. 
Inhuman robbers ! O bring back my foul I 
\7hej force hiroff.Ht ru/hit in upon them^ and is tm 
Foor comfort to mankind, that they can lofe 
Their lives but once— But, oh I a thoufand times 
Be torn from what they love. 

Enttr Rambses. 

Rameses, 
Par have I waded in the bloody field. 
Laborious through the ilubborn ranks of war. 
And traced thee in a labyrinth oi death ; 
But thus to find thee I— Better find thee dead f 
Thefe (laves will ufe thee ill. 

Memnon. 

Of that no more : 
"Myron is dead, and by this arm. 

Kameses. 

I thank thee : 
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y few fpirits left exult with joy ; 

afe and fcourge him throog^ th« lower worid* 

Memxon. 
thoubleed^ft! 

Rameses. 
Curfe on the tyrants A^-ord ; 
i to death: Bat could not leave the world 
at a lad embrace. Joft now I met 
oor Mundane. 

Memnov. 
Quickly fpeak. What (aid ihe ? 

Rameses. 
Qg of comfort ; ceafe to aik me farther : 
a meet more, your meeting will be (ad.-— 
arm ! I faint — Ah ! what is human life ? 
like the diaVs tardy-moving (hade, 
fter day Aides from us onperceiv'd ! 
unning fugitive is fwift by ftealth ; 
iibtle is the movement to be feenj 
on the hour is up— and we arQ gone, 
xl : I pity thee. [/)/>/• 

MBlytNON. 

Farewell brave friend t 
i I could bear thee company to. reft ; 
fe in all its terrors ftands before me» 
huts the gates of peace againft my wifhes.-r 
not hear a peal of diftant thunder ? 
ee, a fudden darknefs fhuts the day^ 
juite blots out the fun ?— But whatto me 
:olour of the Iky ? A death-cold dew 
s on my brow, and all my flacken'd joints 
look without a caufe— A groan I From whence f— # 

Again I 
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Again I And no one near me? Vain delafion !---i 
I fear not vain ! I fear fomc ill i$ towVds me* 
More dreadful fure than all that*! pzd.'^Mandani f 
I hop'd (he was at peace, and paft the reach 
Of this ill news ; but fucH my wayward fate, 
I cannot afk a curfe, but *tis deny'd me : , 
And could I wi(h I ne*er could fee her more I 

Enttr M A N o A N £9 guarded^ 
Mandane. 
This is my brother : A ihort privacy 

Is a fmall favour you may grant a foe. 

GUAKD. 

Let it be ihort ; we may not wait your leifure* 

Mbmmon. 
*Tis wond*roas flrange ; there's fometliing holds me frooi 

And keeps this foot faft rooted to the ground. C^^» 
This is the lad; time I (hall ever pray. [Knuling^ 

To me, ye gods, confine your threateh*d vengeance^ 
And I will blefs your mercies while I fuffer I 

[Memnon and Mandane advana Jlowiy t9 the front of 
the ftage. 

Mamdahe. 
What didft thoa pray for ? 

Mbmnom; 

For thy peaces 

Mandani. 

Twatkinii 

But oh ! thofe hands in bonds deny the bleifing. 

For which they cameiUy were rais'd to hcav'n— • 

Memnon. 
I fear fo too : What we have yet to do 

Mud be foon done : This meeting is our lad* 

How (hall we ufe it ? 

Ma» 
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Mandane. 

How? Confdlt thy chains^ 
.nd my calamities. 

Mbmnon. 
Sad connfellora, 

ind cruel their adrice— Are there no other T 

Mandane, 
look around— and find no glimpfc of hope ;: 
i perfcdt night of horror and defpair. 

Memnon. 
)f horror and defpair indeed, Mandane : 
^anft thou believe me ? Nay can I believe 
iiyfelf ? The laft thing that I wiftiM for was—Tis fal&f 
1^ weight of my liiisfortane hiurts my mmd. 

Mahdakb.. 
WTaswhat? 

Mbmnon. 
I dare not think ; to think is to look dowa 
A precipice ten thoufand fathom deep» 
Tittt tarns my brain f— Oh ! Oh f 
Mandane. 

Memnofiy no more : 
That fileftce, and thofe tears, need no explaining; 
And it is kind, with fuch fevere relu&ancb. 
To think upon my death— though neceffary. 

* Memnon. 

Ah hold ! You plant a thoufand daggers here : 

Talk not of dying— >! dlfown the thought : 
Right is not right, and reafon is not reafon i 
All is diftraftion, when I look on thee. 
O all ye pitying gods ! dafh out from nature 
Vour ftars, your fun, but let Mandane live. 

Mar- 
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Mandane. 
No ; death' long fincc was my confirmed refolve* 

Me&^on. 
Myron is dead. 

Mandai/e. 
What joy a heart like mine 
Can fed, it feels— Had he been never born, 
I might have liv'd— 'tis now— •impolTible. 

Memnon. 
This even to my miferies I owe. 

That it difcovers greater virtues ftill. 
In her my foul adores— —O my Mandam ! 
O glorious maid \ then thoa wilt be at peace ■ ■ ■! i 
[Memnon njoalh thoughtful^ ; thin rttm 
Muft I furvive, and change thy tendernefs 
For a ftern mailer, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice. 
Then through flow torments linger into death. 
No ffeel to flab, no wall to daih my brain ! 

Mandane* 
Ha! 

Memnon. 
Why thus fix'd in thought ? What mighty bi 

Is labVing in your foul ? Your eyes fpeak wonders.* 

Mandane. 
Will not the blood-hounds be content with life I 

Memnon. 
Alas, Mandane ! No j they ftudy nature. 
To find out all her fecret feats of pain. 
And carry killing to a dreadful art : 
A fimple death in Egypt is for friends. 

Mandane. 
O then it muft be fo ! — and yet it cannot !— ^ 

Ml 
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Memnon. 
Wbat means tbis fadden palenefs ? 

Man d a h e . [^Feelimg in btr h/em^ Jht /fUpms^J 

HeaT'n affift me f 
Memnon. 
)Ay love ! MoMdam ! hear mt, my efpoos'd ! 
^y deareft heart I the infant of my bofom ! 
^hom I woold fofter with my vital blood. 
Mandane. [Shews a dagger,"] 
lis well ; and in return, I give thee — ^This* 

MSMNON. 

vlillions of thanks, thoa refuge in defpair* 

Mandane. 
Terrible kindnefs ! Horrid mercy ! Oh I 

cannot give it thee. 

Memnon. 
Full well I know 
fhy tender foul, and I mull force it from thee. 
[Jj be is firuggling nvitb ber for tbe dagger^ Jbe J^iaks. 

Mandane. 
^y lord f my foul I myfelf ! you tear my heart : 

\rt thou not dearer to my eyes than light ? 

)o(b thou not circulate through all my veins ; 

Single with life, and form my very foul ? 

Memnok. 
^ow, mongers, I defy you ; Fate forbids 

\ long farewel : My guard may intcrpofe, 

^.nd make your favour vain ■ Thus only thus. [Em" 

\nd now— [Going to ftab bimfelfJ\ \hrac$% 

Mandane. [Holds his arm,'} 
\h no ! Since laft I faw thee, thrice I rais'd 
\Ay trembling arm, and thiice I let it fall.— • 

If 
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If you refufe compailion to my fex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. > ■ n 
As I a poniard, you fupply an arm. 
And 1 fhall lliil be happy in your love. 
[After a paufe of ajlonijhment y he finks gently en the esrlk 

Memnon. 
From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung*d. 
And find in deepeft anguiih deeper ftill : 
I can't complain in common with mankind-^—— 
But am a wretched fpecies all alone : • 
Mufl I not only lofe thee, but be cursM 
To fprinkle my own hands with thy life-blood f 

Mandanb. 
It cannot be avoided. 

Mfmnon. 
Nor performed. 
Lift up my hand againft thee as a foe ! 
I, who fhould fave thee from thy very father. 
And teach thy dearell friends to ufe thee well. 
Make kindnefs kind, and foften all their fmilea I 
O, my Mandcme ! think how I have lov'd ! 
O, my Mundane ! think upon thy pow'r ? 
How often haft thou feen me pale with joy. 
And trembling at a fmile ? And (hall I 
Mandane» 

Myrtm A— 
[At that Memnon ftarts up fuddtntf* 
Memnon. 
Ah hold \ I charge thee hold ! One glance that way 

Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames :— — 
The world turns round ; my heart ia fick ta deadi \ 
O my diftradion ! pcrfeft lofs of thought ! 

Mam- 



1 
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Makdane. 
Why ftaod yoo like a ftatue ? Are yoa dead ? 

What do 70a fold fo faft within your arsis ? 

Why, with fix'd eye-balls, do you pierce the groimd ? 

Why ihtft your j^ace, as if yoa trod on fire ? 

Why gnaw yoor lip, and groan fo dreadfully ? 

My lord, if I have fpent whol^ li?e-long nights 

In tears, and figh'd away the day in private. 

Only opprefsM with an excefs of love, 

•0 turn, and fpeak to me. 

Memnok. 

And thefe, no doubt^ 
Arc arguments that I fhould draw thy blocd.— 
No child was ever lull'd upon the breai^ 
With half that tendernefs has melted from thee, 
An4 fell like balm upon my wonnded foul ! 
And ihall I murder jthee ? Yes, thus — thus— thus.— » 

[E?ttbracing fome time. 

Mandanb. 
Alas I my lord forgets we are to die. 

[Nfemnon gaxes with luonder on tht daggep. 

Memnon. 
By heav'n, I had ; my foul had took her flight 

In blifs — Why, is not this our bridal -day ? 

Makdane. 
That way di{lra£lion lies. 

Memnon. 

Indeed it does. 
Both. 
Oh! Ohf 

Mandame. 
Thy fighs and groans are (harper than thy fieel. 

The guard is on us. 
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Memvon. 
Then it rnuft be done. 

Sun, hide thy face, and pot the world in mourning. 

Though blood ftart ont for tears, ^tis done— But one. 

One lail embrace, [^j kt emtraeesbir,Jhe hurftt inio tiarr* 

Let me not fee a tear— I conld at foda 

Stab at the face of heaven, as kill thee weeping. 

Mandamb. 
Tis pail ; I am composed. 

Memnon. 

And now— and now. 

Mandane. 
Be not fo fearful ; *tis the fecond blow 

Will pain my heart-^indeed this will not hurt me; 
Memnon. 

thou hail dung my foul quite through and through* 
With thofe kind words : I had juft ftcerd my breaf^» 

[Da/king down the dagger* 
And thou undo'fl it all— —I could not bear 
To raze thy fkin to fave the world from ruin* 

Mandane. [Stabs her/elfJ] 
Jf you're a woman, VU. be fomething more.— 

1 ihall not talle of heaven till you arrive. [Z)/V/* 

Memnon. 
Struck home— and in her heart— She's dead already; 
And now with me all nature is expir'd ■ ■ 

My lovely bride, now we again are happy, [Stah himfelf* 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r. 
Now every fplendid objedi of ambition, 
Which lately, with their various gloffes, play'd 
Upon my brain, and fooPd my idle heart. 
Are taken from me by a little nlift. 
And all the world is vanifli'il. \piis. 
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A wutrA fQunded. Enter Nicakor and Syphoces^ 
'vi^orieus, 

Tbi'^ardSf nnhich are advancing to the 6$dies, J!y. 

NiCANOR. 

The d*jr*s our owa ; the ?erfian\ angry pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morniog infolencc. 
And torn'd the defperate fortune of the field. 
By faret though lace, relief. 

SVPHOCES. 

Nicanort friend, 
I from the city bring you welcome news : 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I fpread ^unongd; the multitude ; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black (croU, 
Mjris, to view the fortune of the fight. 
Leaving her palace for the Weftern tow'r. 
Was feiz*d, torn, fcatter'd, on the guilty fpot. 
Where her great brother fell. 

NiCANOR. 

The gods are juft. 
Sy-pHocEs, 
See where Bufiris comes ; your royal captive. 
In his misfortune great ; an awful ruin f 
And dreadful to the conqueror! 

NiCANOR. [ /idvancing^ fees the bodies, 1 

Sad fight ! 
A fight that teaches triumph how to mourn. 
And more than juftifies thefe flreaming tears, 
f Even on the moment that my country's fav*d 
From fore oppreflion, and inglorious chains, 

\^He falU on bis attendants^ 
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A gnat Jhoui. Enttr BviiRii, nimmdul. 

BvilRlf. 

Conquered f Tit falle ^ I Am your nailer ftill i 

Your tniftcr, though in bondi: Von fUnd aghaft 

Ac your good face, and, trembling, can't enjoy. 

Now, from my foul, I hug tkefe iveicome chaina 

Which (hew you all Bufirhp and dcdane 

Crownk and fuccefs fuperfluoua to my fame.— -« 

You chink thib ftreaming blood will lowV my thoughti 

ho, ye midatccn men, I fmile ac death $ 

For living here, it living all alone i 

To me a real folicade, amid 

A throng of linle beingv groveling round me i 

Which yet ufurp oiie common ihape and name* 

1 thank thefc wounds, thefe raging paini, which piomiA 

An interview with equals foon elfewhere, 

[/// /fit Memnoo. 
Ha f Dead ? 'Tis well : He rofe not to my fword ; 
I only wi(h'd his fate, and there he lies. 
Some, wlien they die, die all ; their mouIdVing clay 
J ft but an emblem of their memories ; 
The fpace quite clofes up through which they paft'd; 
'i'hat 1 have Iiv*d, 1 leave a mark behind, 
Shall pluck the (bining age from vulgar time. 
And give it whole to late poderity : 
My name i*! writ in mighty chara£icrs, 
'J'riumpharit columns, and eternal domes, 
Whofc fjilendor heighten our Egyptian day, 
Wltofc (Irtngth fliali laugh at time, till their great bafiif 
(i\'\ earth iiieif, (liall fail : In after-ages. 
Who war or build, (ball build or war from me i 

Crow 
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gicat ia^ach, B$my example fires : 

of art the facure wonders raife ; 

the future battles of the world. ■■ 

Jovis I come ! XiJpt* thou art forfakcn; [SMi^ 

mpoveri(h*d by my iiiiking glories ; 

le world leflensy when Bufiris falls* [^/>V 

SrPHOCEj. 
le dead monarch to his pyramid i 

)r what ufe fo-e'er it was defign'd 

,t high-minded, but miftaken^ maB> 

let him lie magnificent in death ; 

was his life, great be his monument i 

n Bufirii nephew, young Ar/acesf 

ntler fpirit, let the crown devolve* 

m this day*s vengeance, let the nations know, 

^e lays the pride of haughtieft monarchs low ; 

I they, who kindled with ambitious fire, 

irts and arms with moft fuccefs afpire, 

roid of virtue, but provoke their doom« 

ifp at their fate, and build them&lvef a tomb« 
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E P I L O G U 1 

By a FRIEND. 

Spoken by Mrs. O l d f i e l d. 

CJ^HE raci of critics 9 dull, judicious rogues, 

^ To mournful flays deny hrijk Epilogues : 

Each gentle fmain, and tender nymph, fay they^ 

From a fad 4aU Jhould go in tears anjoay ; 

from hence quit4 home Jhould ftreams of forronjo fied^ 

And, dro'wn'd in grief ft eal fupperlefs to hed. 

This doSlrine is fo grave the Sparks nvon^t bear it 
They love. to go in humour to their claret. • 
The Cit, who owns a little fun worth buying. 
Holds half 'a- crown too much to pay for crying : 
Befides, who knows, ^without thefe healing arts. 
But Love might turn your heads, and break your heat 
And the poor Author, by imagined woes. 
Might people Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaux ? 

Hence I, who lately hid adieu to pleafure, 
Robb'^d of my fpoufe, and my dear virgin treafure ; 
/, whom you faw, defpairing, breathe my laft. 
Am free and eafy, as if nought had paft ; 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan ; 
And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man* 
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Bui ^Jiibinci doit this malicious mirth begin ? ■ 

WW*', ye beaftsi you reckon it no Jin. 

Tis grange that' crimes the fame, in diff'^rent flays^ 

mid move our horror^ and our laughter raift. 

ue'*s Jonte fecure the comic ASlor tries ; 

/, if he*s wicked, in blank 'ver/e he dies. 

e farce J wohere nvi'ves prove frail, fiill makes the left% 

d the poor cuckold is a fianding jeft : 

t our brave hard, a virtuous fon of Ifis, 

\tnts a hold ftroke in Love among the vices; 

blood and vjounds a guilty land he dips ye, 
'd v:apes an empire for one raviJFd gyp/y. 
What mufty morals Jills an Oxford head, 

notions of pedantic virtue hred ! 
ere each Jliff Don at gallantry exclaims, 
id calls Fine men and Ladies filthy names ; 
>ey tell you Rakes and Jilts corrupt a nation \ 
•Such is the prejudice of education f 
Tou, ivho knovj better things, v:ill fare approve 
^ffe fcenes, that Jhenu the houndlejs po^er of Love^ 
t, when they will, th' Italian Things appear, 
is play. Vise trujl, Jhall throng an audience here, 
id MyronV pajjion, up to frenzy wrought y 
ould ill be warbled through an Eunuch'* s throat: 
s part, at leajf, his part requires a Man ; 
/ Nicolani a^ it, if he can. 
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R O L O G U E, 

By a F R I E N D. 



iFT has the lujktnd mufey 'with aSIion means 'i 

Debased the glory of the Tragic fcene\ m 

Vtle fuf^ *vtilainSi dre/s^d in purple pride^ o ^ 

'th crimen thfcene the heaven-hom rage bel/d. •*^' 

To her belongs to mourn the Hero's fate, 
trace the errors of the Wife and Great ; 
mark tF excefs of pajjions too refind^ , ^ 

id paint the tumults of a Gcd-like mind; >' 

'herCi mix*d with rage^ exalted thoughts combine, 
nd dafkeft deeds with beauteous colours fhine, "^ 

^uch lights and Jhades in m^ivell'mingrd draught, '^ 
1 curious touch of artful pencil nvrought, 
^itb foft deceit anmfe the doubtful eye, 
leased *with the confiSl of the ^various dye* 
Thus, thro* the following fcenesj with fweet furprize, 
irtue and guilt in dread confufion rife', 
^nd LofVe and Hate, at once, and Grief and Joy, 
^ity and Rage, their mingled force employ. 
Here the foft Virgin fees, with fecret fhame, 
&r charms excelPd by friendjhifs purer flame ; 

F 3 Forced 
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Forc^di njuith nlu^lant *virtue, to affrwe 
7he generous HerOf 'who rejeSs her Itlvi. ~ 

Behold him there with gloomy fajjtws fimifip 
A *wife fufpeSled^ and an injur d friend ; 
31?/ fuch the toil inhere innocence is caught. 
That rajh fufpicion feems ^without a fault. 
We dread a lohile, left beauty Jhould fucceed. 
And almoft wift? evn 'virtue's felf may bleed, 

Mark nuell the black Revenge^ the cruel Guile, 
The traitor-fend trampling the lofvely fpoil. 
Of Beauty^ Truth, and Innocence opprefs^di 
Then let the rage of furies fre your breaft. 

Yet may his mighty ivrongs, his juft difdain, 
I Us bleeding country ^ his lofud father flain. 
His martial pride% your admiration raife. 
And cronjon him *with involuntary praife. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN. 

I 

Don Alonzo> the Sfanljh General^ Mr, Booth. 

Don Carlos, his Friend^ Mr. Wilks. 

Don Alvarez, a Coartier, Mr. ThvrmO! 

Don Manuel, Attendant of Don I ^^^ Wiiuam 
Carlos, ) 



Zanga, a Captive Moor 9 



Mr. Mills. 



WOMEN. 

Leonora, Alvarez's Daughter, Mrs. Porter. 
Isabella, the l/loor\ Miftrefs, Mrs. Hortom 



SCENE, SPAIN. 



TI 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

EnUr Zanga. 

Zanga. 

WHETHER firft nature, or long want of peace. 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell ; 
Bttt horrors now arc not difpleafing to me : 
I like this rocking of the battlements. 
Rage on, ye winds ; burll, clouds, and waters roar ! 
You bear a juft refcmblace of my fortune^ 
And fuit the gloomy habit of my foul. 

[Enter Ifabella, 
Who's there? M/ love ! 

IsAHELLA. 

Why have you left my bed ? 
ypor abfence more affiights mc than the Ilorm. 

i' 5 Za:ica. 
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Zawoa. 

Th« dead alone, in Aich a night, cm red ; 
And I indulge my meditatioa here. 
Woman, away : I choofc to be alone. 

Isabella. 
I knoNV you do, and therefore will not leave you^ 
Excufe mc, Zanga^ therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unufual hangs upon your heart. 
And I will know it ; by our loves, I wilL 
To you I facrific'd tny virgin fame ; 
Aik I too much, to (hare in your diHrefs ? 

Zanca. 

In tears ? Thou fool f Then hear me, and be plunj 
In hell's abyfs, if ever it cfcape thee. 
To (Irike thee with adonilhment at once^ 
I hate j^lonzo, Firft recover that. 
And then thou (halt hear farther. 

Isabella. 

Hate AlonKo t 
I own, I thought Alonxo mod your friend i 
And that he loll the mailer in that name. 

Zanca. 
Hear then : 'Tis twice three years fince that great ) 
(Great let me call him ; for he conqucr'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight : 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me. 
While I, with pious rage, purfu'd revenge : 
I then was young; he plac'd me near his perfon. 
And thought me not diflionour'd by his fervice. 
One day (May that returning day be night. 
The ftain» the curfc of each fucceeding year !) 
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For fomething, or for nothing, in his pride 
He ftnick me j (While I tell it, do I live ?) 
He fmote me on the cheek — I did not (lab him ; 
For that were poor revenge — E'er fince, his folly 
Has firove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneifes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Infolent thought ! and like a fecond blow ! 
Affronts are innocent^ where men are worthlcfs ; 
And fach alone can wifely drop revenge. 

Isabella. 
Bat with more temper, Zanga, tell your flory : 
To feo your ftrong emotions flartles me. 

Zanga. 
Yes, woman, with a temper that befits it. 

Has the dark adder venom f So have I, 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou fhalt feel me ! 
For from that day, that day of my dilhonour, 
I from that day have cursM the rifmg fun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my (hame : 
I from that day have bled the coming night. 
Which promised to conceal it ; but in vain j 
The blow returned for ever in my dream : 
Vet on I toird, and groatf d for an occaflon 
Of ample vengeance : None is yet arrived. 
Howe'er, at prefent I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him fore, in his ambition; 
I'ife of his life, and dearer than his foul. 
By nightly march he purposed to furprize 
The Moortjb camp; but I have ta'ricn care 
They (hall be ready to receive Iiis favour. 
■ Failing in this, a call of utmoil moment, 
Would darken all the conquelts he has woa. 

F 6 ' IsA. 
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l6AfilfLI.A. 

Juft as I enter 'il an expt^rb Arriv*4« 
Zamca» 

His fiiend, Don Carlat. 

Be propitious 
O Mahomet, on thifi important hour» 
And give at length my famifli'd foul revenge t 
Wiuc Is revrngcr, but courage to call in 
Our hon ur'!> dcbt«, and wifdom to convert 
Othti!>' fcU 1 yve into our own proteAion ? 
But icti, ctic; morutiig ray brf aic6 in upon ui f 
1 11 feck iJun Carliit, and enquire my fat«. [i?Ar/i 

JB/y/^A- Manuel and D$h Caklos. 
Mamuel. 
My lord Don Carlos ^ what briiigi your cxprefe ? 

C'Aatos. 
Ahnxut 'il^ry, a .d the Moors defeat. 
The fit!'! id (IrowM with twice ten thoufand flaio. 
Though lie (uf^jctU hi) nitafures wtie betray'd. 
He H lo'/i) arrive. O how 1 long fcmbiace 
The firll ' f heroeb, and the bed of (Viende (— -^ 
J lov'd i'd'n Uomra long before 
The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
hrom 'A horn fo hte AIohxq fet mc free j 
Ar«d wiiile J gioaa'd in honda^e, 1 deputed 
'X'hi:> gieac Alun-^o, whom her father honoure^ 
To be iuy geiiUe advocate in love. 
To itir licr iitui t, and fan its ftres, for me. 

MANl/iiL. 

And wlut fuccefs ? 
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Carlos. 
Alas ! the cruel maid— — 
Indeed, her father, who, though high at court. 
And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart. 
To heal his devaftations from the Moors, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaft, 
My fleet now faHing in the fight of Spain, 
(Heaven guard it fafe through fuch a dreadful ftorm f ) 
Careiles me, and urges her to wed. 

Manu£l. 
Her aged father, fee ! Iea4s her this way. 

Carlos. 
She looks like radiant truth. 
Brought forward by t<ie hand of hoary time— -• 
You to the port with fpeed ; 'tis poflible 
Some veflel is arrived : Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings, which Car/os may receive with joy I 
Enter Alvakez and LlLOVOKX, 

Alvarez. 
Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's fofc authority. 
And earneA counfel. 

' Carlos. 

Angels fecond yout 

For all my blifs or mifery hangs on it. 

Alvarez. 
Daughter, the happi..efs of life depends ' 

On our difcretion, and a prudent choice ; 

look into thofe they call unfortunate. 

And clofer view'd, you'll find they are unwife : 

Some flaw in their own conduct lies beneath, 

Av4 
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And 'tis the trick of fooli to hve their credit^ 

Which brought another language into ufe. 

Don Car/ot U of anticnt, noble blood i 

And then hin wealth might mend a prince't fortune i 

For him the fun is labouring in the minei^ 

A faithful flave, and turning earth to gold : 

His keels arc freighted with that facred pow*r. 

By which ev'n kings and emperors arc made* 

Sir, you have my good wiflies ; and I hope [To Cark 

My daughter is not indifposM to hear you. [Exit Al 

CARtOf. 

Leonora /why art thou in tears ? 
Becaufe I am Icfs wretched than I was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo yoo» 
Ilufird waft your bofom, and your eye fcrenc* 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, 
And keep referves of torment in your hand. 
To let them loofc on every dawn of joy ? 

Lronora. 
Think you ray father too indulgent to mc. 

That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 
A daughter fure may be right dutiful, 
Whofc tcarB alone arc free from a rellraint.**- 

Carlos. 
Ah my torn heart ! 

l,vono9 A. 
Regard not mc, my lord ; 

1 iball obey my father. 

CARf.Ofl. 

I^ifobry him, 
Rather than come thuri coldly ; ihnn conic thus 
With abfcnt cyc*», and alienated mien, 

SufTVJj 
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ring addrcfs, tlie yi€t\m of my love. 
; me be undone the common wzj, 
have the common comfort to be pity'd, 
not be roin'd in the ma(k of blifs, 
fo be envyMy and be wretched too f 
: calU for Love. Not all the pride of beauty^ ; 
'e eyes, that tell us what the fun is made of; 
fe lips, whofe touch is to be bought with life ; 
fe hills of driven fnow, which feen are felt : 
htk poiTeft are nought, bat as they are 
proof, the fobftance of an inward paflion, 
the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Leonora. 
! my lord, we are too delicate ; 

when we grafp the happinefs we wi(h*d,. 

call on wit to argne it away : 

ainer man would not feel half your pains ; 

fome have too much wifdom to be happy* 

Carlos. 
I known this before, it had been well : 

d not then folicited your father 
idd to my didrefs ; as you behave, 
r father's kindnefs ilabs me to the heart. 
5 me your hand— Nay, give it, Leonora: 
give it not ; — nay, yet you give it not— 

/ifh it.-^ 

Leonora. 
I pray, my lord, no more. 
Carlos. 
! why fo fad ? You know each figh does (hake me; 
IS there, arc tempefts here. '■ 

heard, bad men would be unbleft in heav'n : 
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What is my guilt, that makes me fo with you f 
Have I not languifh'd prollrate at thy feet ? 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy fight f 
Have I not feen thee where thou haft not been ? 
And, mad with the idea, clafpM the wind, 
And doated upon nothing? 

Leonora. 

Court me not. 
Good Carlos t by recounting of my faults. 
And telling how ungrateful I have been : 
Alas f my lord, if talking would prevail, 
I could fugged much better arguments. 
Than thofe regards you threw away on me ; 
Vour valour, honour, wifdom, prais'd by all : 
Eut bid phyficians talk our vefns to temper. 
And with an argument new-fet a pulfe ; 
Then think, my lord, of reafoning into love. 

Carlos. 
Mud I then defpair ? Do not (liake me thus ; 
My temped- beaten heart is cold to deathi: 
Ah ! turn, and let me warm me In thy beauties* 
Hcav'ns ! what a proof I gave, but two nights pal 
Of matchlefs love I To fling me at thy feet, 
I (lighted fricndlhip, and 1 flew from fame; 
Nor heard the fummons of the next day*s battle : 
Eut darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promised £ght j I left //ionzo too, 
To dand the war, and qucH a world alone. [Trum 

Leonora. 
The vidlor comes. My lord, I mud withdraw. 

Carlos. 
And mud you go ? 

1 



A TRAGEDY. 113 

Leokora. 
Why ftiould you wifh my flay ? , 

r friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 

prefence none; it pakis you and myfelf: 

both our fakes, permit me to withdraw. [Exit Leon. 

Carlos. 
', there's no peril, but in love. O how 

foes would boaft to i«e me look fo pale! 

Enter AtONZO. 
Carlos. 
ixof 

Alonzo. 
Carle: /-—I am whole again : 
rpt in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 

Carlos. 
om dare I thus embrace ? Theconqaeiocof y^ff-fVif 

Alonzo. 
, much more ; Don Carlos' friend. 
I conqneft of the world would cod me dear, 
•uld it beget one thought of diftance in thee : 
fe in virtues to come nearer thee : 
mquer with Don Car/os in my eye } 
i thus I claim my vidlory's reward. [EmhractHg Urn. 

Carlos. 
'idory indeed ! Your godlike arm 
J made one fpot the grave of Africa^ 
h numbers fell ; and the furvivors fled 
frighted paflengers from off the ftrand, 
ten the tempeftuous Tea comes roaring on them. 

Alonzo. 
vas Carloi conquer'd ; 'twas his cruel chains 

.am'd me to a rage unknown before, 

d threw my former anions far behind. 

Car- 
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Carloi. 

I love fair Ltontra :• How I love her I 

Yet ftill I find (I know not how it it) 
Another hearty another (tul, for thee : 
Thy friendihip warmi, it raifes^ it tranfporta 
Like Diufic ; pure the joy without allay i 
Whofe very rapture is tranquility : 
But love^ like wine, givet a tumultuous blifi^ 
Heightened indeed beyond all mortal pleafurei % 
Bat mingles pangs and madnefs in the bowL 

Efttir Zanga* 

Zanca. 
Manui/, my lord, returning from the port. 
On bufmefs, both of moment and of hade. 
Humbly begt leave to fpeak in private with yoo* 

Carlos. 
In private ?— -Ha — ^/mjw, Fll return ; 

No bufinefs can detain me long from thcc# lExit Cl 

Zanga« 
My lord Jlonxo, I obeyed your orders. 

Alonzo. 
yflXL the fair Leonora pafs this way } 

Zanca. 
She will, my lord ; and foon. 

Alonzo. 

Come near me, Zanga 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was fuch a day of triumph known f 
There's not a wounded captive in my train. 
That flowly followed my proud chariot wheels. 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 
But is a god to me : I am moft wretched* 
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In his capdvity, thoa know*ft, Don Carlos^ 

My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 

Depated me his advocate in love. 

To talk to Lionoraz heart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts, for him. 

What did I do ? I lov'd myfelf. Indeed, 

One thing there is might leflen my offence 

(If fuch offence admits of being leflenM) ; 

I thought him dead ; for (by what face I know not) 

His letters never reached me. 

Zanga. [Afidt,'] 

Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contrived that evil which has happened. 

Alonzo. 
Yes, curs'd of heav'n I I lov'd myfelf; and now. 
In a late action refcued from the Moors^ 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

Zanga. 

We hear, my lord, that in that a!)ion too. 
Your interpofing arm preferv'd his life. 

Alonzo. 
It did — with more than the expence of mine ; 
For, O ! this day is mentioned for their nuptials. 
But fee, (he comes — Fll take my lea\'e, and die. 

Zang\. [^Jftde.^ 
Hadft thou a thoufand lives, thy death would pleafe me. 

Unhappy fate ! My country overcome ; 
My fix years hope of vengeance quite expir*d (— 
Would nature were— -I will not fall alone ; 
But others* groans (hall tell the world my death. 

Enfir 
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Efrtfr Leohoha. 

Aloti7.o. 
When natire ends with imguilh like to thiti 

Sinners fhall uke their loft leave of the fun. 

And bid the light adieu. 

LSONORA. 

The mighty conqneror 
Difmay'd ! I thought you gave the foe your forrowii 

Alon/o. 
I) cruel infult ! are thofe tears your fport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw f 
AfrUk I qdeirdy in hope by that to purchafe 
Your leave to figh unicorn^d \ but I complain noti 
^Twai but a world ; and you %x^*^LtoMra. 

Leonora. 
That paflion, which yon boait off, is your guilt i 

A treafon to your friend. You think mcati of Afy 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 

Alohzo. 
You, Madam, ought to thank thofe crimes yott blame 
*T]s they permit you to be thus inhuman \ 
Without the cenfure both of earth and hcav*n-*«— t 
I fondly thought a lad look might be kind, 
Farewel for ever.— This fcvcre behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it fwcct to die. 

Lt^ONORA. [/^///?.] 
Farcwcl for ever !— Sweet to die f— O hcav*n \ 

JlonKo, flay J you mull not thus cfcapc mc ; 
But hear your guilt at large. 

Alow7o. 

O Leonora ! 
What could I do ? In duty to my friend, 

Ifi 
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^yoa ; and to fee, is ta admire : 

Whs did I plead, and mo(l fineerelf; 

^s tke thdttland agoniee k coft me : 

enow I did ; I fought bat your efteem ; 

It is guilt, an angel had been guilty : 

n figh*d } nay, wept; bnf could not help it ; 

Ture it is no crime to be in pain ! 

rant my crime was g;reat^ rnx greatly curs'd, 

: would you more ? Am I not moil undone ? 

ufage is like (lamping on the murderM, 

1 life is fled ; moH barbarous and unjuil. 

Leonora. \GoingJ] 
m your guilt none fufferM bat yourfel^ 
ght be fo FarcweL 

Al/OliZO'. 

Who fu£Fers widi me ? 
Leonora* 
^ yeur ignorance, and let me go« 

Alonzo, 
! what is there I can fear to know, 
I already know your hate ? Your adliont 
long £nce told me diat. 

Leonora. 

They flatter'd you, 

AlOKZO, 

^Flatter'dme? 

Ls^onora* 
O iearch in fate no further f 
\ thee, O Alonzo ! How I hate thee ! 

Alonzo. 
d ! And do yoa weep for hatred too ? 

at a doubtful torment heaves my heart f ^; " ■ 
e it moft^and yet I dread it more;* 

Should 
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Should it be fo ; fhoald her teart flow from thence s 
How would my foul blaze up in ecHafy f 
Ahy no I How fink into the depth of horron t 

LEONOaA. 

Why would you force my flay I 

Alonzo. 

What mean thefe tears ? 

Leonora. 
I weep by chance; nor have my tears a meanings— 

But, O ! when I firft faw AUnxo'z tears, 
I knew their meaning well. 
[Won, falls paffionattly on bis inees, and takes ber hand. 
Alonzo. 
Heavens, what is this ? That excellence for which 
Defire was planted in the heart of man ; 
Virtue*s fupreme reward on this fide heav*n i 
The cordial of my foul I and this dellroys me-— — ^ 
Indeed I flattered me that thou didft hate. 

LEONOaA. 

Jlonzot pardon me the injury 

Of loving you : I ftruggled with my paflion» 

And ftruggled long ; let that be fome excufe. 

Alonzo. 
Unkind ! You know I think your love a bleiling 
Beyond all human bleilings; *tis the price 
Of fighs and groans, and a whole year of dying : 
But O the curfe of curfes I — O my friend ! 

Leonora. 
Alas r 

Alonzo. 
What fays my love ? Speak, Leonora* 

Leonora. 
Was it for you, my lord, to be fo quick 

In 
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indiiig out objedions to our love ? 

nk you fo ftrong my love^ or weak my virtue, 

as unfafe to leave that part to me ? 

Alonzo. 
ot the day then fix'd for your efpoufals ? 

L*EONORA. 

eed, my. father once had thought that way; 

marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, 

ig he ftood doubtful ; but at lad refoVd 

ir counfel, which determines him in all, 

nld finifli the debate. 

Alonzo. 
O agony ! 

ft I not only lofe her, but be made 

felf the inftrument ? Not only die, 

plunge the dagger in my heart myfelf } 

is is refining on calamity. 

Leonora.' 
lat I do you tremble, left you fliould be mine } 
what elfe can you tremble ? Not for that 
father places in your power to alter. 

Alonzo. 
lat's in my power ?— O yes, to ftab my friend ? 

Leonora. 
ftab your friend were barbarous indeed f 

ire him— and murder me^— I own, Jlonxo, 
I may well wonder at fuch words as thefe ; 
art at them myfelf ; they fright my nature : 
ntt is my fault ; but blame not me alone : 
re him a little blame, who took fuch pains 
make me guilty. 

Alonzo. 
Torment I 

[4ftir a fau/e, Lt< 
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LlOHORA* 

O my fhame 1 
I fuei and fne in vain ; it is mod juft : 
When women fue, they fue to be deny*d. 
You hate me» you defpife me : You do well : 
For what Tve done, I hate and fcorn myfelf. 
O night, fall on me I I fhall blafh to death. 

Alonzo. 
Firft periih alL 

Leonora. 

Say; what have you refolv'd ? 
My father comes j what anf\ver will you give him ? 

Alonzo, 
what anfwcr ? Let me look upon that face. 
And read it there— Devote thee to another f 
Not to be borne ! A fecond look undoes me. ■ 

Leonora: 
And why undo you ? Is it then, my lord. 
So terrible to yield to your own wiftes, 
Becaufe they happen to concur with mine ? 
Cruel ! to take fuch pains to win a heart. 
Which you was confcious you mull break with part! 

Al N z o . [ Runs and embraces her, ] 
No, Leonora ; I am thine for ever, 

In fpight of Gir/w— Ha ! Who's that ? My friend I 

[Stmrts iJuiJi from 

Alas ! I fee him pale \ I ]|ear his groans : 

He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds ; 

(I know him by myfelf ) he dies diftra^led. 

Lionora. 
How dreadful to be cut from what we love I 

Alonzo* 
Ah! fpeaknomore. 
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Leonora. 
And ty'd to what wc hate ! 

Alonzo. 



Ob! 

Isitpoflible? 



Leonora. 

Alonzo. 
Death ! 

Leonora. 

Alonzo. 



Can yoa ? 

Oh— 



Ye§, take a limb ; but let my virtue 'fcapc, 

Alas! my foal, this moment I die for thee. \^Breah awa^* 

Leonora. 
And are you perjurM then virtue^s fake ? 

How often have you fworn ? But go for ever — [Swoonu 

Alonzo. 
Heart of my heart, and eflence of my joy ! 
Where art thou ?— O, Tm thine, and thine for ever ? 
The groani of friendihip (hall be heard no more i 
For.whatfoever crimes I can commit, 
Fve felt the pains already. 

Leonora. 

Hold, Jilonzoi 

And hear a maid, whom doubly thou haft conquered : 
I love thy virtue, as I love thy perfon ; 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me : 
But as I felt the pain. Til reap the fruit ; 
ril (hliie out in my turn, and (hew the world 
Thy great example was not loll upon me. 
Be it enough, that I have once been guilty ; 
In fight of fttch a pattern, to perfift, 
Vot.U. G Jll 
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Ill fuici • perfon bonour*d with yoar lovet 

My other titlet to that blift are weak i ' 

I mud defervc it by refufing it : 

Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 

Shall I contribute' to AhnKi% crimes ? 

No, though the life-blood gaflies from my hean. 

You ihall not be alham'd of Ltonorat 

Or, that late time may put our names together. 

Nay, never fhrink ; take back the bright example 

You lately lent : O talce it while you may ; 

While I can give it you, and be immortal. [£;r//« 

Alonzo. 
She*s eonc, and I (hall fee that face no more i 
But pine in abfence, and till death adore. 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hang. 
And my eyes darken, from my fkultVing toflgute ' ' 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, ^'"' 

And Love, with Pate, divide my dyine'groaiii; 



AC T II, S C,E.N E J.^.,, 

Enter Makvel and Zanga. 






Zahca. . 

IF this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
(or wretched Carles : *tis bat komaa io-yoo. * '* 
JBut when arrived your difmal news I • 

MASiVlt. 

Thiahoor. 
6 Zahqm 



Manuel. 

All, all, the florm 

d ; and ww$ 9Vr,hi4 1^ envy'd fortune, 
PVw |bcm9d» a^d watry momiuins roar, 
hant in His rain. 

. (,. 2^AKGA. 

Is Aharex 
xrCA to deny his daughter Co him f 
safure was on (hore ; muft that too join 
nmon wreck ? 

Manuel. 
Ahare% pleads indeed^ 
eottorcCz heart is diiinclined, 
^adt that only ; fo it was this morning, 
le concurred : The tempeft broke the match^ 
a|k his farour, when it funk the gold : 
re of gold is double in his heart i 
:4^ of age, and oi Al^varex too. 
Zanga. 

Manubl. 
, . , Like a man, 

heart feds moft a human heart can feel^ 
ifoDs bed a human head can reafon. 

Zanga. 
le then in abfolute defpair ? 

Manuel. 
\0 fee his Lionora more : 

[uite to quench all future hope, Jlvarm 

Alonxo to efpoufe his daughter 

VPj day $ for he has learnt their loves, 

G 2 Zanga; 




i^ THE lipyBVQiE. 

•Zanoa. 

Ha ! was not that receivM with ecftafy 

By Don Jlonzo f . ^^ 

Manufl* , 

Yes, at firft i bat foon 

A damp came 6*er him ; it woald kill his friend. 

Zanca. 

Not if his friend confented ; and iince now 
He can't himfelf efpoufe her—— • 
' Manuel. 

Yetto.aflcit :. 

Has fomething (hocking to a generous mind ; 
At leaft Alonzo'% fpirit ilartles at it. • i ^.i,^ vmt ,'.: 

Wide is the diftance between our defpair, ' 
And giving up a miflrefs to another. 
But I muft leave yon. Cmrlcs wants fupport 
In his fevere affliction. [Exit l/luok 

Zavga. . ''■■ * -...'..: w J 
f Hn! it' dawns ! ■ 
It rifes to me like a new-found world ' ' ■*■ 

To mariners long time diftreft'd at fea, 
Sore from a ftorm, and all their viands fpent ;-i— — 
Or like the fun juft rifing out of chaos. 
Some dregs of antient night not quite purged oiF': 
But I (hall finiOi it—Ho ! Ifahella ! ' ^ " ^'"\ 

Enter Ifaieflj 
I thought of dying ;. better things come forward j 
Ftngeafice is flill alive ; from her dark covert. 
With all her fnakes ereft upon her crcft. 
She (lalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 
When, Ifabtily arrived Don Carlos here ? 

Isabella. 
Two nights ago. ' 2AiiCi 



Zanga. t 

That was the very night 

e battle— Memory, fet down that ; 

s eifence^of a crocodile, 

f»r-v »' • • 

yet but ;n, the (hell— I'll ^ive it birth— ;— ^ 

le did he return ? 

Isabella. 

At midnight. 

Zanga. 

he KW, that night, his Leonora ? 
, ; V. <.'ii. Isabella. 
good lord. 

Zanga. 

No matter— Tell me, woitian^ 
hn%^ rftthen brave than cautious ; 
haQfubtle; above fraud himfi^lf ; 
refore to fofpeft it in another ? 

Isabella. 
can judge; but fo the world thinks of him. 

7.ANGA. 

kt is well— i— .Go fetch my tablets hither. 

{Exit Ifabella^» 

;hts ago, my father's facred (hade 

kalk'd around my bed, and fmil'd upon me ; 

d, a joy then little underftood 

)e fo — and if fo» it is vengeance 

leaking of the dead for. 

'inter Ifabella 'with the tablets. Zanga rwrites^ 
then reais^ as to tjimfelf. 

Thus it (lands— 

ler's fixt — Don Carlos cannot wed— - 

nay— but that will hurt his friend—— 

® 3 Nor 




<t46 T'ftt fe ^R>fi^¥^ ft E. 

Nor cap he afk his lea yp""' if he did. 

He might not gain it— -^It is hard to giv« 

Our own confent to ills, thon^h we mi^ faw tliein. •» 

Were it not then a mafter piece/ worth' all 

The wifdom I can boaft, ij^.ia ff^ftgaui^. ^ ^| ^ .^^^ 

JionKo to rcqueft it of his friend. 

His friend to grant— then, from that rery grants 

The (troDgefl proof of friendflup man.oan.giine^) Lia 

(And other motives) to -workont a canfe -.A ^^t^ iltW 

Of jealottfy, to rack ^Mr«i't peace ?— ^ 

I have tum'd o'er the catalogue of W*g*, ^^^^ ' «'A 

Which fling the heart of man, and fM MMMjUtf ^' 

It is the Hjdra of calainitieti "^' '^* '«' 

The feven-fbld death : The jbA>08 are the'diOiAU^I 

O jealoufy, each other J)aaioil's cdim ' '" ^ ^'^'^ '*"' 

To thee, thoU Conlhigrati6n df the (b&l r '"* ' '** '^ 

Thoa king of torments f thoo grand cddtttii^f^^ ' 

For all the tranfports bifauty can infpire I 

Isabella. " . 

Alcttzo comes this way. 

Zanoa. , ^ 

Mod opportonelf. ' ''- 
Withdraw— Ye fubtle Damons, which refide [tic.tb. 
In coarts, and do yonr work with bows and fmiles, . 
That little ehgin'ry, more mifchievons 
Than Heets and armies, and the cannon's inhrder, . ;^ 
Teach me to look a lye ; give^me your m^ze 
Of gloomy thought, and^tricate defign. 
To cacch the man I hate/ and x^mx deTOii& * / r' o / 

My lord, I-giv^yon joy. -. - . tj :i* .? ; 

^\.QVZO« 



A TRAQ/Epy.r 4^7 

• ^LONZO. . f 

Of what, good Z^^ f ^ 
^ J Zanoa. 

>t itht lorely ,£MMm yours ? 
Alonzo. 
t will become of CsrUt f 

Zanga. - ^ • 

He*s yoar friend I i\\ 
fince Ke can't efpoufe tlie fair himfelf^ > 
t^ke fome comfort from Al9n%o\ fortune* \^nk\ 

Alonzo. • • ' ) 

! Thoo little know'fl the force of lore ;. 
^/qglM a foltan with unrivallM fway , . 

all relations, frlendftup^s felf, to death, 
MC^ he*ft, jealoot of it. I love Corh$ \ 
ivell I know what pang^ I felt thjs morning 
18 intended nuptials : For qiyf((lf 
ji liplc .pains, which npw for hi^ I, feel. 

Zanoa. . . 
will not wed her then ? 

Alonzo. 

Not inftantly : *'• 

t his broken heart the very moment I 

Zanca. . — 

lerftand you : But yoail wed hereafter, ' 

a yourTriend*s gone, and his firft pain aifwag*d ? 

Alonzo. 
r to blame for that? " 

ZXnoa. 

.. .Mji^lordy I loTC .10 , ',. 
very erron \ they are bom hom Tirtue c 
friendihip (and what nobler paflion claims 
heart ?} does lead your bhndarfs^cojaur j»t!n^ •,. 
G 4 CQtL&iet> 
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Confider, wherefore did Alvanx break 

Don Carlos* match, and wherefore urge Alonxa^ ? 

*Twas the fame caufe ; the loire of wealth : To-morrow 

May fee Alonzo in Don CarUs' fortune'; 

A higher bidder is a better friend ; 

And there are princes figh for Leonora, 

When your friend's gone, youMl wed; why then the caufe; 

Which gives you Leonora now» will ceafe. 

Carlos has loft her ; (hould you lofe her too. 

Why then you heap new torments on your friend. 

By that refpe^ which laboured to relieve him-r- ^ - - 

*Tss well ; he is diilurb'd ; it makes him paufe. [Afidi^ 

Alonzo. 
Think'ft thou, my Zanga^ (hould I a(k Don Carlost 
His» goodncfs will confent that I fhoald wed her ? 

Zanga. 

I knew it would. 

Alonzo. 
But then the cruelty 

To afk it ; and for me to afk it of him ! 

Zanga. 
Methinks, you are fevere upon your friend : 
Who was it gave him liberty and life ? 

Alonzo. 
That is the very reafon which forbids it: 
Were 1 a (Iranger, I could freely fpcak : 
In me, it fo refembles a demand, 
Exadling of a debt, it fhocks my nature. 

2^.NGA. 

My lordv you know the fad alternative* 

I.S Leonora worth one pang, or not ? 

It hurts not xnc, axy lord, but as I love you; 

Warmly 
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'^A TRAdEt^Y. "^29 

nly as you, I wifh Don Carlos well i 

atn likewife Don Alon%o% friend : 
e all the difference lies between us two : 
:, my lord, you hear another felf, 

give me leave to add, a better too, 

*d from thofe error s, which, tho' caused by virtae, 

uch as may hereafter give you pain. 

Lopez,^ of Caftile, wo aid not demur thu«. 

Alonzo. 
li the name I What ! facrifice the (air 

ge and illnefs, becaufe fet in gold ? 

> Don €arIos, if my heart will let me : 

e not feen him fince his fore alHiflion; 

hunn*d it^ as too terrible to bear : 

Ihall I bear it now ? Vm ilruck already. [Ex.kt^ 

ZaNGA. , J: 

my work is done. I muil fecure 
Car/oSf e'er jf/onzo fpeaks with him* 

[Hi givu a mtjagi to a ftrvant ; tbiu rOMntu 
if hated Spain ! oft drench'd in Moorijb blood ;. 
thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 
e not thy towVs wheree*er I pafa along> 
cious of ruin, and their great dellroyer ?, 
e to the centre, if Alonxo^i dear. 
: down, O holy prophet ! fee mc torture 

Chriftian dog, this infidel, which dares 
mite thy votaries, and fpurn thy law ; 
yet hopes pleafure from, too radiant eyes, 
:h look as they were lighted up for thee ! 

he enjoy thy paradife below ? 

the bold thought, and curfe him with her charms.-^ 

ee the melancholy Lover comes* 

G 5) 2nt4r 




Hope, thou haft told in<;,|[ies from day to day» 

For tensthAA' twenty ]f^«n ; vile proaifer i 

Nohe here are happy, but ihejfery fool» 

Or very wife ; and I want fool enough. 

To fmile in vanftief^^ajid hmg'% Ayadpwa. : • • '\ 

Nor have I 'nyfdom to elaborate ^ 

An artificial happincfs from pains r. :;• . / 

Ev'n io^a ar^ pains, becaufrthe>^/fi«ntiot4a|ni ='E<9«J4 

Yet much is talked of Uift ;■ it i« the ait 

Of fttch as havethi^ woitd in their' pdfleiRM^ . i 

To give it a good name, that (oolt may envy ; 

For envy to fmall minds is flattej-y.. '^ ' ' ' * '' "'*' 

How many^ll'it' the hijad^ look gay/ and tinSk,. ' ' 

Agamll their confciences ? And this we know ;. ''^ 

Yet, knowing, difbelieve^ and try again ^ ^ 

What we have try'd, and ftruggle with conVidion i' . 

Each new experience gives the former credit. 

And reverend grey Threefcore is but a. voucher,. 

flThat Thirty told us true. 

Zanca. ^^^ 

M^ noble lord, •- - . •'' 

I mourn your fate i But are no hopes furviving ^ 

CAaLos.. 
No hopes. Aharex has a heart of (leel : ^ 

.'Tis fixt I 'tis paft y 'tis abfolute dtfpair, 

Zanoa. 
Yott wanted not to have your heart made tender = 
By your own pains, to feel a friend's diftrefs*. 

Carlos. 
I underdand you well. Jlonxo loves ; ' 

I pity him. Zanoa* 



Zahga. 
I dare be (Worn you do : 
: he has other thoiights. 

CAHLOft. 

WhitcafiftthouimeaBf 1 

Cakca* ' ^* 

leed he hat ; and feart^to aik a favour^ 

Iranger from- a ftraoger mght -requeft a " 

lat colb yoQ Nothing, yet is All to hifli': *« 

y, what indeed will to yours glory add» ' ; . !-*r. d ": 

;*iu>thtnjg^fnore than wiflring your friend welLj i . } 

ray be plain: His happineTs is mine. . ,. ^,.1 w) 
Zancav , ,j ^- 

loves to death ; but fo rereres his friend, 
can*t perfuade his heart to wed the m^.d» ^^ ^^ ' 
thont your leave, and that he fears to a(kl ''^ ^ 
perfe& tendernefs : I lirg'd hifn to it, ^ i' v i 

awing the deadly ficknefs of his heart, ^ ^ ' 

ir overflowing goodnefs to your friend, "^ ' 

ir wifdom, and defpahr yourfelf to wed het y " ^ 
rung a promife from him he would tfy ; ^ 

i now I come a mutual friend to both, 
:hout his privacy, to let you know it,. 
1 to prepare you kindly to receive him* 

Carlos. 
f if he^weds, I am undone indeed: 
: Don Jlvarezfeli can then relieve me. 

8 ? jpiy lord^:jf9« hio^ hU heart is ft9^.i\ 
fixtl Uis puft! Ui$ ahfoluti deffair. 

Carlo). 
ruel heav'n I and is it not enougji 

G. 6 Thatc 
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Thac I mud never, .never Cce her more ? 
Say, is it not enon'gh that i muft die ; 
But mull I be tormented in the g;rsve ? . 
Afk. my confent ! — Maft I then give her to him ? 
Lead to his nuptial Iheets the blofhing maid ? 
O! Leonora! never, never, n^er! 

Zanga. \_AJidi,'] 
A florm of plagues upon him f He refafes. 

Carlos. 
What I wed her I— —and to-day ? 

Zanga. <. 'f 

To-day, or never : 
To-morrow may fome wealthier lover brings 
And then Jionzo is thrown out like you ; 
Then whom (hall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Jharez to his Ibve,' ' 

• Carlos. 

torment ! whither ihall I turn ? 

• -Zanga* 

To peace. 

Carlos. 
Which is the way ? 

Zanga. 

Hu hafptnefs is yours : 

1 dare not difbelieve you. 

Carlos. 

Kill my friend ! 
Or worfe f Alas ! and can there be a worfe ?— 
A worfe there is ! nor can my nature bear it. 

Zanga. '* 

You have convinced me, *tis a dreadful ta(k; 

I find, Alonzo'^h quieting her this moining. 

For Carlos fake, in tendernefa to yoa« * 

Betray'd 



Betray 'd me ta believe tt kft fever e 
Than [ perceive i^ii J * " **' i . . 
' Garlo&. 

,.,.,. Thou doft upbraid me* 

Zanga. 
No, my good lord 5 but fince you can't comply^ 
'Tis my misfortune that I mentioned it ; 
For had I not, AIohko would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now ; but not by your decree. 

Carlos. 
By my decree ! Do I decree his death ? 

I do Shall I then lead her to his arms ? 

O ! which fide (hall I take ? be ftabb'd ? or— fiab ? 

'Tis equal death, a choice of agonies. 

Ah, no^f*'an other agonies are eafe 

To one— iO Leonora /—Never, never f 

Go, Zanga, go ; defer the dreadful trial, 

Tho' but a day ; fomething pei'chance may happen 

To foften all to friendfhip, and to love : 

Go I flop my friend ; let me not fee him now ;. 

But fave us from an interview of death. 

Zanga. 
My lord, Pm bound in duty to obey you**— 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo profper. {Afitte. 

[Exit Zanga, 

Carlos. 
What 18 this world ? — Thy fchool, O mifery ! 
Our only leiTon is to learn to fuffer ; 
And he who knows not that,, was born for nothing. 
Tho' deep tny pangs, and heavy at my hearty 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 
A grain at leaft from, the dead load that's on xne, . 

And 
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And gives a nearer profpeft of the gra¥«; 
But put it moft fcvcrcly— •flioiifd I liw- 



Live long-^Alai f there fo.no' length im time ; 
Not in thy time^ O snan t What'tfiwrieotr xean f 
Nay» what indeed the age of timt-idel& 
Since cat from ont eternity 'i wide round I 
Away then. To a mind fiefoly*d and wile^ 
There is an impotence in mifery. 
Which makes me fmile» when all i^ /hafts gie fat mo- 
Yet L/^wrii— — ^he can make time long.; 
Ito nature alter, as Oie alterUmine : >':^ 

While in the Inftre of her charms I Uf, 
Whole fummer funs roli'd unpeiceit^d awagr f * 
I years for dayi, asid dayt for moments tdld^ 
And .was furpris(*d to hear that I grew old ft 
^ow late does rigidly ita dues regain, • ,01: 

And.evtjry moment i» an age of paim ** 

jii bi is ^ng oiti, Enttr Zanoa and Alonzo. Zan4 
ft9pi Carlos. 

Zanoa>« 

Tk this Don CarUs f This the boafted friend 7 

How can you torn your back upon his fadnefs ? 
Look on him ; and then leave him« if you can. 
Whofe ibrrows thus deprefs him ? Not his own: . 
This moment he could wed without your leave* j 

CARbOS% 

I cannot yield, nor can. I bear his griefs. 

Alonzo I [iioing /« hintt and taking bit bat 

Alomzo.* 
O Carlos ! 

Carlos. 
Pray, forbear. 

Aloi»3 



Art tho»HMiid)oiie9 and iln(U JUnxo iWiile f 

^/tnxo ! who perhaps in ibme degree 

CbntHbottd to caufe thj^dlfcadful face ? " • * * 

J was depated goanUan of i^y k>¥e;, -^^ 

Bat, O ! I lov'd mffelf^^ Pour down^ Jffliaioki P 
On this deirotid head ; make me jroar ihark i. 
And be the world by m^ example tavgbt» 
Ho#^1acred k fliodld hdd thenaine of friendl 

Carlos. 
You chargs y oarfelf inxniUy ;. well I know 
The only cinfetlf my fefere aiSifticm. 
Alwartv^ yput?iMimnk^^So much angnih. 
Felt for p>* (mall a fathue, is one merit I 

Which fki^tle&-mtne wants. The crime wat mirfd^ 
Whaplac*d thee thert» where only t^ou couki'ft faili 
Though well I knew that dreadful poft of iionoar '^ 
|^g^/e;^ee to maintain. Ah !. who could hear >^ 
ThoTe eyes unhurt ? The wounds myfelf have felt, 
Wluch wounds alone ihould canfe me to condemn thee;i 
They pleaid in thy excofe ; for I too ftrove ' 
To flmn thofe fires, and found 'twas not iii thaiu 

Alonzo. 
You caft in (hades the failnces of a friend, 

And foften all ; but think not you deceive me : 
I know my guilt ;. and I implore your pardon. 
As the fole glimpfe I can obtain^of peace. 
* ■' ' Carlos. 

Pardon for him who, but this morning, threw 

Fair Leonora from his heart, all bathM 

In ceafelefs tears, and blufhing with her Love ^ 

Who,, like a rofe-leaf, wet with morning. dcw» 

Wou&l 




Would Jiave iluck clo/l% and clung for ever there r 
But *twas in thce» through fondnefi to thy friend^ , 
To fliut thy bofom againft ecfUfici i ' , 

For which, whilil thii pulfe beats, it beats to thee i ' ^ ' 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Aiom^ \ 
And every wiih is levelled at thy joy. . , 

Zanoa. [T0 Alonso.] ^ 

My lordi my lord, this is your time to fpeak. 



!• ALONXO. ^V0 ^anga.j 
Becaufc hc> kind ? It therefore is the word 1 
For *tis his klndncfs which I fear to hurt : ^' 

Shall the fame moment fee him fink in woei^. ^ 

And me providing for a flood of joys» ' 

Rich in the plunder of his happinefs } 
No ; I may die ; but I can never fpeak. , ^'^ 

Caillos. [jlJiJcJ] 
Now, now i^ <*ohies I they arc concerting It 1 *' * 

Tl^c ^rll word ftrikcs mc dead — O Leonora! 
And'fhall another taftc Imr fragrant breath ? 
Who knows what after-time may bring to pafs ? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ftill. 

Alonzo. [To Zanga.] 
Do I not fee him quite poifcfsM with angui(h, 
Which, like a da;mon, writhes him to and fro; 
And (hall I pour in new > aVo, fond defire ; 
No, love f One pang at parting, and farewel : 
I have no other love but CarUs now. 

Carlos* 
Alas, my friend I why, with fuch eager grafps, 

DoA prcfs my hand, and weep upon my cheek 2 

Ar.oNzo. 
If, after deaths our forms (as fome believe) 

Shftl 
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Shin be tranfparent, naked every thought. 

And friends meet friends, and 'read each other's hearts, 

HotiltknoW, obe day» tlut thon waft held moft dear. 

Farewcl. 

Carlos. 

Mttxc, ftay — He cannot fpeak-— [Ho/Js him. 

Left it (hould grieve me-^hall I be oat-done f 

And lofe in glory, as I lofe in love ? [Jfide» 

I take it much unkindly, my J/onzo, 

Yoa think fo meanly of me, not to fpeak. 

When, well I know, your heart is near to burfting. 

Havt you forgot how you have bound me to you ? 

Your fmalleft friendfhip's liberty and life. 

Alonzo. 
There, there it is, my friend ; it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it, to a generous mind. 
To afk, when fure it cannot be deny'd ! 

Carlos. 
How greatly thought! In all he towVs above me. [JJldlg. 

Thea you confefs you would aik fomething of me^ 

ALOIfZO. 

No, on my foul. 

Zanga. [To Alonzo.] 

Then lofe her. 

Carlos. 

Glorious fpiritf 

Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 

By heaven, I envy him his agonies. 

Why was not mine the moft illuftrious lot, 

W ftarting at one a£lion from below. 

And flaming up into confummate greatnefs ? 

Ha! Angela, ftrengthen me !-*It fhall be fo 

I can't 
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I can*t want ftrength. Grett adtoii8» once ooncei<^ 
Strengthen like wine, nad anifflate the foal« 
And call themfeWet to being. IJjUf^} UyJbgx^t 
Since thy great foul diftiaini to make reqo^, ■/ 

Receire with favour that I make to thee. 

Alomzo. 
What meanamy Corks f 

Caeloi. 
Pray obfcnre me well « 
Fate and Jharex tore her from my heart i 
And, placking up my love, they had well nigh 
PluckM up life too ; for dtey were twin'd together ; 
Of that no more-^What^w does reafon bid I 
I cannot wed-—— Farewd my happineft ; 
But, O my (bol. ! with care provide for hen ; 
In life, how weak, how helpleb, U a woman t 
Soon hurt, in happinefs itfelf unfafe. 
And often wounded, while ihe plucki the rofe ; 
So properly the obje^ of afilidtioiK, 
That heaven it pleas'd to make di(lre& become her^ 
And drefles her mod amiably ih tears. 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair ; 
Be thou' her guardian, and thou muft be mine; 
Shut out the thoufand preffing ills of life 
With thy furrounding arms — Do this ; and then 
Set down the liberty and'lifc thou gav'ft me 
As little things, as eflays of thy goodnefs. 
And rudiments of friendfhip fo divine. 

Alonzo. 
There is a grandeur in thy goodnefs to me, 

Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd : 

But have a care ; n6x think I can be pleas'd 

With 



Wid^ anything that lays m pains.for tkicc : * . 
Thoa doft diflembM^ and thy heart*! in tear*. . ' \ 

My heartViii health, my ij^irits dancttheiir ronrfd^ ' ' 
And at my eye pleafnre looks Ottt ib fmifes. ' '■■^^■ 

Alokzo. 
And canft thou» canft thou part with LtMraf' ' 

Carlos. 
I do not part with her ; I give her thee. 

Alonzo. ^ 

OCarUst 

.\, • Carlos. f 

.. ,. PP^'it diftruft me ; .I'm fincere i ^ ,, 

I^bf !ii it iibti filatt fimple jtiftp In iM : ; 

This thbi-n didft thbd rgfl^ti her fbt my fiftd ; 
I but perfgrm a. virtue learnt from thee i 
Difcharge a debt^ and pay her to thy wiihes. ; 

: :- AlONZO. 

Ah ! how ?— —But think not words were ever made • 
For fuch occafions : Silence, tears, embraces^ 
Are languid eloquence : Til fcek relief _^' 
In abfence from the pain of fo mtich goodneff i 
There thaiik the bleft above, thy fole fuperion. 
Adore, and raife my thoughts of them by thee. lExih 
Zanoa. [-^^.] ' 

Thus far fuccefs'has crown'd my boldeft hop^ : 
My next care is, to haften thefe .new nuptials ; 
And then my mailer-works begin to play. 
Why that was greatly done, without one figh [to Car. 
To carry fuch a glory to its period. 

Carlos. 
Too foon thou praifeft me. He's gpne i and now 

Imui 
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I mufl unfluice my over- burdened he8re» -^ 

And let it flow : I would not grieve my friend 
With tears, nor interrupt my great defign ; 
Great, fure, a* ev«r human breaft dtfrft think of. 
fiut now my forrows^ long with pain fupprefl* 
Burfl their confinement with impetuous fway, 
O'erfwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away : 
So, till the day was won, the Gretk renowned. 
With anguilh,- wore the arrow in his wound i 
Then drew the (haft from out his tortur'd ficle> 
Let guih the torrent of his blood, and dy*d. \^Extunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

EntirT^klAGk tf«/ IlABlLLA. 

Zanqa. 

OJoy, thou welcome (Iranger ! twice three years 
1 have not felt thy vital beam ; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart; 
A fiery inftindl lifts me from the ground, 
And I could mount The fpirits numberlefs 

Of my dear countrymen, which yefterday 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field. 
Arc all aflcmbled here, and o'er inform me> ■ 
Q bridegroom I great indeed thy prefent blifs ; 
Yet ev'n by mc unenvy'd; for be fure 
It is thy lad, thy lad fmlle, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it whilil thou mayll i 

Anguiib^ 
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Angaiih. i=d sroiu, &&£ c£i±, befpezk :;-:irr:v. 

Wm: c3crxx£C5 =t }iUm-i 

Za^ca. 
My fair ally ! my Icrtlj rs-r.ri^ ! 
'Twas well ./."^jr/s, by cy in* ixpdrd» 

( To plunge Don C^l:s ii ihs lii c cipv^. 
And fo p:eres: a!! furore sicleda£.jai 
Finj(h*d the ccpdals focn as be rc:'c'.v*d ihra; 
This condua ripe-'d all frr =:«. i-i rJa 
Scarce had ihc pricil :hc ho!y ra perJbrn:*d. 
When 1, by facred infpiradoii, forg*d 
Tktt letter, which I trcfled to diy hand i 
T^at letter, which, in g! owing terms, convey?. 
From happy Canzs to fair Liz-izrjt^ 
The moft profound ackncwiegemeat of heart 
For wond'rous tranfport.-, which he never kneiv. 
This is a good rabfervlent ariiice. 
To aid the nobler woi kings of my br^un. 

Isabella. 
I quickly dropt it in the bride^s apartment^ 

As you commanded. 

ZaN'GA. 

With a lucky hand ; 
For foon Aloaxo found it. I oblerv*d him 
From out my fccret ftand : He took it op » 
But fcarce was it unfolded to his fight. 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye. 
Started, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaft awhile my vi^m flood. 
Difguis*d a figh or two, and puff *d them from him 1 

Then 




Tiien rubb'd hit hfoiw, uid took it up agiun ; 
At fijrft Im look'd as if he meant to read it i 
Butt checked by rifing fears, he crafli'd it thus ; 
And thruft i^ lik« an adder, in his ^fomi 

IiaiiaLLA. 
But if he read it nott it ciin&ot fiing hi^n i 
At leaft not mprtally. 

Zanga. 

At firft I thought it fo ; 
But farther thought informs me otherwife, 
And turns this difappointment to account. 
He more (hall credit it, becaufe unfeen, i 
(If *t}s unfeen) as thou anon may*ft find. 

Isabella. 
That would Indeed commend my Zanga^ifklH' ' 

This, I/aMla, isDon Cstios'tStaUTe; "•'■ > 

Take it, andfo difpofe ot it, thut, found, ' * 
It may rife up a witnefs of her' love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, ' ' ^ ^ - • ^ 
Or elfewhere, as (hall beft promote our end. 

Isabella. 
ni weigh it u its confequence requires ; 

Then ^b my atmoft to deferve your fmilq, [£^ H 

Zanca. 

Is that j^lonxo proftrate on the ground ?— -* 

Now he darts up like flame from deeping embers^ 
And wild diftra^on glares from either eye4 
If thus a flight furmife can work his foul. 
How will the fulnefs of the tempeft tear him f 
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£«/#r Alo««o.^ , • ^ Hil'.:^ ..\ 
Alonzo. 
And yet it cannot be — I am deceived— —-• ^ 

I injure her^ She wears the face pf heav'n. 

Zanga. I4jfdej] - , .i : 

ttcdoubts^ 

(Alonzo. 
I dare not look on this again : 
If the firfl glance, which gave fufpicion only, 
[ Had fach effect, fo fmote my heart and brain. 
The certainty would da(h me all to pieces. 
It cannot— Ha I it muft, it muft be true. [Stc^riig, 

Zanga. [Afide.'] 
Hold there, and we fucceed. He has defcry*d me» 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and reft it oq my counfeL 
1*11 feem to go, to make my ftay moire fate* 

Alonep« 
Hold, ZAiygn I tura. ^ .^ 

Zanga. 
My lord. 
Alonzo* 
^' '"'^ • Shut clpfe the dapr, 
l%ii ibidl »fpir!t%(I ati enti*ance here^ 

I My lord*s oBey'd. 

i < * Alonzo. 

\ I fee that thba art frighted : 

^ If thou doll love me, I Ihall fill thy heart 

With fcorpkms ftings. 

Zanga. 

If I do love, my lord f 

Alonzo. 
Ceine near me ; let me reft upon thy bofom ; (What 
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(What pillow like the bofoni of a friend ?) 
For I am fick at heart. 

Zanga. 

' 6peak, Sir, O fpeak. 
And take me from the rack. 

Alonzo. 

And is there need 
Of words ? Behold a wonder ! See my t^ars ! 

Zanga. 
I feel them too : Heaven graQt my fenfes fail me f 
I rather would lofe them» than have thb real. 

Alonzo. 
<30, take a roand throagh all things in thy thougl: 
And find that one ; for there is only one 
Whkh could extort my tears ; find that, and tell 
Thyfelf my mis'ry, and fparc me the pain. 

Zanga.. , 
Sorrow can think bat ill«-I am bewildered ; 
I know not where I am. 

Alonzo. 

Think, think no more 
It ne*er can enter in an honefl heart. 

I'll tfU thee then— I cannot Yet I do. 

By wanting force to give it utterance. 

Zanga. 
Speak; eafcyour heart V its throbs will break yourb 

Alonzo. 
I am n^oH happy ; niinc is vi'dlory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's fhout. 
And great men make their fortunes of my fmiles* 
O curfe of curfcs ! In the lap of blcfling 
To bci moil curft I : My Leonora s falfe ! 

Zanga. 
Save me, my lord.- Al( 
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Alonzo. 
My Leonora'^ falfe. [Gives him tb: letter. 
Zanga. 
Then heaven has loft its image here on earth. 

[if bile Zanga reads the let tar ^ he trembles, and Jheivs 
the utmoft concern, 

Alonzo, 
Oood-natur'd man! He makes my pains Ws own. 
I durft not read it ; but 1 read it now 
In thy concern. 

Zanga. 
! Bid you not read it then ? 

Alonzo, 
Mine eye jud toucli'd it, and cou!d bear no more. 

'Zanga. {Tenrs the letter,'] 
Thus periih all that gives Alonx9 pain. 

Alonzo. 
Why didft thoo tear it ? 

Zanga. 

■ . Think of it no more : 

, *Twa8 your yniilake, and groundlefs are your fears. 

Alonzo. 
. And didft thou tremble then for my mlllakc ? 
\ Or give the whole contents ; or, by the pangs 
^ That feed upon my heart, thy lifers in danger. 
Zahga. 
Is this Alonzo^ language to his Zatiga ? 
I)raw forth your fword, and find the fecrct here ; 
Per whofc fake is it, think you, I conceal it } 
Wherefore this ragei Becaufe I fcek your peace ? 
I have no interell in fupprefling It, 
tut what good-natur'd tendernel's for you 
Obliges mc to have. Not mine the heait 

Vol. II. H That 
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That will be rent in two ; not mine.tlie fame 
That will be damn'd, tho' all the world fiioald know 

Alonzo. 
Then my worft fears are true, and life is paft. 

Zanca. 
What has the ralhnefs of my paffion atter'd ? 
1 know not what; bat rage ia our d.ilradiott. 
And all its words are wind— —Yet, fare, I think, 
I nothing own'd — But grant I did confcfs. 
What is a letter ? Letters may be forg'd. 
For heav*n*8 fweet fake, my lord, lift up your heart: 
Some foe to your rcpofc— - 

Alonzo. 

So heaven look on me. 
As I can't find the man I have officnded. 

Zanca. 
Indeed ! [J/tJe] — Oar innocence is not onr ihicld : 
They take offence, who have not been offended ; 
They feck oar ruin too, who fpeak us fair ; 
And death is often ambnfhM in our fmilet. 
We know not whom we have to fear. 'I'is certain, 
A letter may be forg'd ; and in a point 
Of fuch a dreadful confequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that mjght be falfe — 
Think ; have you any other caafe to doubt her ?— -r 
Away ; yoa can find none : Refume your fpirit, 
All*s well agaia« 

Alonzo* 
O that it were ! 

Zanga. 

It is; 

For who would credit that, which, credited, 

Mafa 
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Makes hell fuperfluous by fuperior pains. 
Without fuch proofs as cannot be withflood ? 
Has ihe not ever been to virtue trained I 
Ii not her fame as fpodefs as the fun, . 
Her fex*8 envy, and the boall of Sfain T 

Alonzo. 
O Zanga ! It is that confounds me mol^. 
That full in oppoiition to appearance i* 

Zanga. 
No more, my lord i for you condemn yourfelf. 
What is abfurdity, but to believe 
Againft appearance ? — You can't yet, I find. 
Subdue your pallion to your better fenfe ;- 



And, troth to tell, it does not much difpleafe me : 
*Tis fit our indifcretions fhould be checked. 
With fome degrees of pain. 

Alonzo, 

What indifcretion i 
Zanga. 
Come, you muft bear to hear your faults from me. 
Had you not fent Don Carhs to the court 
* The night before the battle, that foul Have, 
Who forg*d the fenfelcfs fcroll which gives you pain^ 
\ Had wanted footing for his villainy. 

f Alonzo. 

1 I fent him not. 

Zanga. 

Not fend him !— Ha !— That (Irikes me. 
I thought he came on mefiage to the king : 
Is there another caufe could juilify 
(lis (banning danger, and the promised fight ? 

H 2 But 
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But I perhaps may thiDk too rigidly s 

So long an Meace, and impatient love. ■' ■ 

Alonzo. 
In my confufiony that bad quite efcapM Aie: 

By heav*n, my wounded foul does bl ed afrefli ; 

'Ti$ clear as day for Carlos is fo braire. 

He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger. 
And is enamoured of the face of death : 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranfports ? O, it muft be fo— *- 
Inhuman, by the lofs of his OM^n honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend ! 

Zanga. 

You wrong hiii| : 
lU knew not of your love. 

Alonzo. 
Ha!— 

Zanga. [/^Jli/c,] 

That ftings home 
Alonzo. 
Indeed, he knew not of my treachjrous love— — 
Proofs rife on proofs, and Hill the lad the flrongcd, 
Th' eternal law of things declare it true. 
Which calls for judgments on diftinguifli'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime our puniihment. 
Love is my torture ; Love was firft my crime ; 
For (he was his, my friend^s, and he (O horror f ] 
Confided all ia me. O facred faich I 
How dearly I abide thy violation I 

Zanga. "^ 

Were then their loves far gone ? 

AllOKZO 
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Alonzo. 

The father's will 
There bore a total fway ; and he, as foon 
As news trrivM, that Carlos" fleet was fee a 
From ofF oar coad, fir'd with the love of gold^ 
Determined 9 that the very fun which faw 
Qarlos^ return, (hould fee his daughter wed. 

Zanga. 
Indeed, my lord ! Then you muft pardon me. 
If I prefume to micigate the crime : 
Confidcr, ftrong allarements foften guilt ; 
Long was his abfence, ardent was his love. 
At midnight his^ retorn, the next day deftin'd 
For his efpoufals— 'twas a ftiong temptation. 

Alomzo* 
Temptation I 

One night ! 



Zanca. 

'Twas but gaining of one night, 

Alonzo. 



Zanga, 

That crime could ne'er return again* 

Alonzo. 
Again I By heav*n, thou doll infult thy lord. 

Temfiationf One night gained! O flings and death ! 

And am I then undone ? Alas, my Zanga I 

And doft thou own it too ? Deny it ftill, 

And refcue me one moment from di(lra6Uonj 

Zanga. 
My lord, I ho^ the befl. 

Alonzo. 

Falfe, foolifli hope, 
Wind infolent to me f Thou know'ft it falfe; 

H 3 ft 



15© THE REVENGE. 

Ic IS as glaring as the noon-tide fan. 

Devil ; this morning, after three years coldnefs. 

To ra(h at once into a paffion for me ! 

I'Twas time to feign ; 'twas time to get another^ 

When her £rft fool was fated with her beauties. 

Za^ga. 

What fays my lord ? Did Leonora then 

Never before difclofe her paflion for you ? 

Alonzo. 

Never. 

Zanga. 

Throughout the whole three years ? 

Alonzo. 

O never f nev( 
Why, Zanguy fhould'ft thou drive ? Tis all in vai 
Though thy foul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah ! I*m plunging down 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathoms in defpair. 

Zanga. 
Hold, Sir ; I'll break your fall— Wave cvVy fear, 
A lid be a man again — HLad he enjoy'd her. 
Be moft aifar'd, he had refign^d her to you 
With lefs reludance. 

Alonzo. 

Ha ! refign her to me f— - 

Refign her ! Who refign'd her ? — Double death ! 
How could I doubt fo long ? My heart is broke : 
f'irft love her to diftra£iion ! then refign her ! 

Zanga. 
But was it not with utmofl agony ! 

Alomzo. 
Grant that, he dill refign'd her ; that's enough. 
Would he plack out his eye to give it me ? 



A TRAGEDY. tSf 

)at his heart ?— She was his heart no more— • 
ras it with reladtance he refigii'd her. 
iv*n he aikM^ he courted me, to wedi 
ght it ftrange ; 'tis now no longer fo. 

Zanga. 
his reqaeft ? Arc you right Aire of that?— -■ 

the letter was not all a tale. 

Alonzq* 
f There's proof equivalent to fighf. 

Zanca. 
Id didrafl my fight on this occadon. 

Alonzo. 
fhottld I ) by heav*n» I think I fhouldr 

Ltonora the divine, by whom 

lefs'd at angels ? O ! Fm all confufion. 

Zanga. 
ow are too much ruffled to think clearly. 

biifs and horror, life and death, hang on it, 
your chamber ; there maturely weigh 
drcum^ance ; confider, above all, 
it is jealoufy/s peculiar nature 
ell fmall things to great ; nay, out of nought 
njure much ; and then to lofe its reafon 
the hideous phantoms it has form'd, 

Alonzo. 
ten thoufand lives, I'd give them all 

deceived : I fear 'tis doomfday with me; 

et (he feemM fo pure, that I thought heav'ii 

v'd her form for virtue's felf to wear, 

in her lovers with the fons of men, [Exit Alon. 

H 4 BntiT, 
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Eni(r Isabella. 

Zanga. 

Thns far it works aufpiciouily. My patient 

Thrives, underneath my hand, in mifery : 
V He's gone to think; that is, to be diftraded. 

Isabella. 
I overheard your conference, and fiw you. 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 
Zanga. 

There, 
There, Ifabella, I out-dld my felf: 
For tearing it, I not fecure it only 
In its iirft force, but fuperadd a new : 
For who ca.n now the charadler examine 
To caufe a doubt, much lefs detect the fraud I 
And, after tearing it, as loth to (hew 
'i'hc foul contents, if I fhould fwear it now 
A forgery, my lord would difbclieve me ; 
Nay, more would difbefieve, the more I fwore. 
But is the pidlure happily difpos'd of ? 

Isabella. 
It is. 

ZaT7GA. 

That's well— Ah ! what is well ? O pang to thini 
O dire neceffity ! Is this my province ? 
Whither, my foul, ah ! whither, art thou funk 
Beneath thy fphere ? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little arts, diilemblings, falfhoods, frauds. 
The irafh of villainy itfelf, which falls 
To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread : 
Does this become a foldier ? This become 
Whom armies followed, and a people lov'd ? 

1 
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lAy martial glory withers at the thought : 
Bitt great my end ; and fince there are no other, 
Thefe means are juft ; they (hine with borrowed light; 
Uoftrious from the purpofe they purTue. 
And greater fare my merits who, to gain 
A point foblimey can fuch a tafk fuftain ; 
To wade through ways obfcene, my honour bend. 
And (hock my nature to attain my end : 
I Late time fhall wonder; that my joys will raife ; 
I For wonder is involuntary praife. 



AC T IV. SCENE I. 

Entir Alonzo anii Zanga. 

AxoNza^ 

OWhat a pain to think ! when every thought,. 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs. 
And- reafon knits th' inextricable toil. 
In which herfelf is taken ! I am loft ; 
IW infed that I am, I am involved. 
And bury'd in the web myfelf have wrought (' 
One argument it balanc'd by another, 
&nd reafon reafon meets in doubtful fight, 
\nd proofs are counterminM by equal proofs* 
^o more 1 11 bear this battle of the mind. 
This inward anarchy ; but £nd my wife, 
^nd, to her trembling heart prefenting death,. 
force all the fecret from her. 

H J Zanga. 



Zanoa. 

O forbear I 

You totter on the very brink of rnim 

Alonzo.. 

.What deft thou mean ? 

Zanga. [AJide.'] 

That will difcovcr alf. 
And kill my hopes : What can I think or do I 

' Alonzol 

What doft thou murmur ? 

Zanga. 

Force the fecret from her f 

WhA^s perjury to fuch a crime as this ? 

Will (he confefs it then ? O groundkfs hope ! 

But reft afTur'd, (hell make this accufation. 

Or falfe or true, your ruin with the king ;. 

Such is her father*s power. 

Alo.nzo. 

No more ; I care not ; 

Kather than groan beneath this load. Til die. 

Zajnga. 
But for what better will you change tfais load ? 
Grant you (hould know it, would not that be worfe ?. 

Alonzo. 
No ; it would cure me of my mortal pangs : 
By hatred and contempt, I fliould defpife her; 
And all my love- bred agonies would vani(h. 

Zanga. 
Ah ! were I fure of that, my lord— 

Alokzo. 

What then ? 

Zanga. 
Yon (hould not hazard life to gain the fecret. 

Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 
7hat doft thoD mean ? Thou know'il I'm on the tack's 
11 not be play*d with ; fpeak, if thoa haft aught^ 
)r I this inftant fly to Leonora, 

Zanga. 
That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
i}aite fo far gone in guilt to fufFer |t ; 
rho' gone too far, heav'n knows — 'Tis I am guilty-^ 
L have took pains, as you I know obferv'd. 
To hinder you froip diving in the fecret, 
&nd turn'd afide your thoughts from the detediion* 

Alonzo. 
Ihou doft confound me* 

Zanga. 

I confound myfelf ; 

fi^nd frankly own, thpugh to my (hame I own it, 

Vought but your life in danger could have torn 

The fecret out, and made me own my crime* 

Alonzo. 
Ipeak quickly ; Zan^a, fpeak. 

Zanga. 

Not yet, dread Sirx 
:irft I muft be afTur'd, that if you And 
^he fair one guilty, fcorn, as you afliir'd me, 
hall conquer love and rage, and heal your fout^ ' 

Alonzo. 
> ! 'twill, by hcav'n. 

Zanga. 

Alas I I fear it much| , 

."nd fcarce can hope fo far; but I of this 
jca£l your folemn oath^ that you'll abftain. 
rom all felf-violenc^i and fave my lord,. 

H-6 A'lokzo:*. 
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Alpnzo. 
I trebljr fwcar. 

' Zanoa. 
You'll bear it like a man } 

Alonko* 

Agoi. 

Zanoa. 
Such have yon been to me } thefe tears confefi it t * 

And pour'd forth miraclei of kindnefi on me : 

And what amends li now within my powV/ 

But to confcfs, expofe myfetf to juftice. 

And, ai a blefllng, claim my puniflmient ? 

Know then, Don Carloi'^ 

AtONZO* 

Oh I 

Zanoa. 

You cannot bear it# 

Alon/o. 
Co on } ril have it, though it blall mankind : 
I'll have it all, and inftantly.— -— Go on. 

Zanoa. 
Pon Carlos did return at dead of nighl— -• 

Entir Lbonora. 

LitONORA. 

My lord Ahnxo^ you are abi'ent from u% 

And quite undo our joy. 

Alonzo. '^ 

ril come, my Love s 

Be not our friends dcferted by us both i 

ril follow you this moment. 

JLfiONORA. 

My good lord, 

Ida 
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o ebfenre&Terity of tboaght 

K>n your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors f 

Alonzo. 
», my delight. 

V ' LfiONOAA. 

What then cmploy'd your mind ? 
Alonzo. 
oa» love^ and only thou; fo heav'n befriend mOf 
other thought can find no entrance here; 

Leonora. 
»w good in you, my lord, whom nations cares 
licit, and a world in arms obeys, 
) drop one thought on me ! 

Alonzo* \He Jheius the utmoft impaiience.} 

Doft thou then prize it I 

Leonora* 
> you then aik it ? 

Alonzo* 
Know then, to thy comfort^ 

iou hail me all ; my throbbing heart is full 
1th thee alone ; IVe thought of nothing elfe ^ 
>r (hall, I from my foal believe, till death*. 
/ life» our friends expedt thee. 

Leonora. 

I obey. [Exit Lconu 

Alonzo. 
that the face of cursM hypocrify I 

(he is guilty, flars are made of darknefs, 
id beauty (hall no moro belong to heaven ■■ ■■ 
n Carlos ///V return at dead of night : 
3ceed, good Zanga i fo thy tale began» 

/.A NO A. 

>a Carloj did return at dead of night ; 

That 



1 
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That night, by chance (ill chffiGCf for m^) di4 T 

Command the watch that gnards the palace g^te s 

He told me he had letters for t)ie king, 

Difpatch'd from you. ■•-^ 

Alonzc. 

The villain ly'd. 

Zanca». 

My lor^ 
1 pray forbear— Tranfported at his fight. 
After fo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could fufpeft him of an artifice ?) 
No farther I enquired ; but let him pafs, 
Falfe to my trofl ; at leafl imprudent in it» 
Our watch relieved, I went into the garden,. 
As is my cuflom when the night's ferene. 
And took a moon light walk ; when foon I heard 
A rudling in an arbour that was near roe : 
I faw two lovers in each other's arms. 
Embracing and embraced : Anon the man 
Arofe ; and, falling back fome paces from her». 
Gaz'd ardently awhile ; then rafh'd at once ; 
And thro.ving all himfelf into her bofom, 
There foftly figh'd j •* O night of ecftafy ! 
When (hall we meet again ?"— — Don CarUs thea 
Led Leojiora forth. 

Alonzo. 
O ! O my heart I [He finis ini9 a cbmn^ 

Zanga. 

Groan on, and with the found refreih my foul. 
'Tis through his heart ; hi. knees fmite one another: 
*Tis thro' his brains his eye-balls roll in anguifll. [Afidim 
My loid^ my loxJ, why ^iU youxick my foul? 

SEcak. 
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k to nde ; let me know fhat yoa ftill live, 
ou not know me» Six ?- Fray look upon me : 
think too deeply : I'm your own Zanga, 
iv'd, fo cheridiM, and fo faithful to you.-— «i 
re ftart you in fuch fury ? Nay, my lord, 
leav'n'S fake, iheath your fword I What can thi»; 
that I was, to traft you with the fecret ; [mean It 
you mikind, to break your word with x^e. 
ilion for a woman ! On the ground ? 
re is your boaded courage ? Where your fcorn^ 
prudent rage, that was to care your grief, 
chace your love- bred agonies away ? 

Sir, for honour's fake« Why ihould the Moorsi. 

(hould the vanquiih'd, triumph ? 

J^LONZO.. 

Would to heaveiijt^ 

: I were lower ftill f O fhe was All I 

Fame, my friendfhip, and my love of arms, 

loop*d to her; my blood was her pofTefBon.:' 

> in the fecret foldings of my heart, 

;iv'd with life, and far the dearer ihe : 

-and no more-^fet nature in a blaze;, 
her a fit of jealoufy— away— — 

hink on't is the torment of the damn'd ; » 

not to think on't, is impofiible. 
fair the cheek, that firft alarm'd my foul V 
bright the eye, that fets it on a flame ! 
foft the breafl, on which I laid my peace 

jrears to fl umber, unawak'd by care f 
fierce the tranfport ! how fublime the blifs f ■■ " ■3 
deep, how black, the honor, and defpair ! 
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Zanga. 1 

Yott (aid, you'd bear it like a man* 

Alom^o. 

I do. 
Am I not molt difUaAed ? 

Zanga. 

Pray be calm« 

Alonzo. 
As hurricanes : Be thou afTur^d of that« 

Zanga. 

Is thia the wife Monxo ? 

Alonzo. 

Villain, no: 
He dy'd in th' arbour ; he was murder'd there t 
I am his daemon, though—- my wife ! my wife (■■■ "i 

Zanga. 
Alas I he weeps. 

Alonzo* 
Go, dig her grave. 

Zanga^ 

My lord r 

Alonzo. 
But that her blood's too hot, I would caroufe it 

Around my bridal-board. 

Zanga. {^Afide!\ 

And I would pledge thee* 

Alonzo. 
But I may talk too fail. Pray let me think. 

And rcafon mildly.— Wedded and undone 
Before one night defcends — O hafty evil ! 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme ! 
Where's Carloi ? Why is Carlos abfent from, me ? , 
Does he know what has ha£pea'd ?. 
. , Zanga^ 
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^ Zanga. 

My good lord ! 

Alonzo. 
O depth of horrors ! He ! — my bofotn friend ! 

Zanoa. 
^ Alas I compofe yourfelf, my lord. 
L Alonzo. 

I To de?ith. 

I- Gaze on hr -witHf hotlj eyes fo ardently ! 

Give them the vultures ; tear them all in pieces ! 

Zanga, \^JftiIe.'] 
Moil excellent ! 

Alonzo. 
Hark I you can keep a fecrct. 

In yonder arbour bound with je/Iamin ; 
Wlio'sihat? What villain's that? Unhand her— Mor- 
' Tear them afunder — Murder — How they grind \A^^ • 
My heart betwixt them !— O let jgo my heart I 

FYct let it'go-^Embradng and embraced I 
peftilence .' — Who let him in ? A traitor; 
\Goes to ftah 7jZXk%2L : he prevents him, 
Alas ! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me« 

Zanga. 
^ylord! 

Alonzo. 
O villain, villain, moft accurft ! 

If thou didft know it, why didH let me wed ? 

Zanga. 
Hear me, my lord ; your anger will abate : 
I knew it not ; I faw them in the garden ; 
But faw no more than you might well expedl 
To fee in lovers deilin'd for each other : 
By heaven, I thought their meeting innocent. 

Who 
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Who could fufpe^ fair Leeueru'% virtue. 

Till after- prooff confpirM to blacken i(? 

Sad proofs, which came too late; which broke not 

(Eternal corfes on Al'varex hade ?) 

Till holy ritcft had made the wanton youri } 

And then, I own, 1 labourM to conceal it. 

In duty, and compu(&on to your peace. 

Alonzo. 
Live now \ be damn*d hereafter % for I want thee* 

wiht of ecjiefy ! Ha I ww't not fo i 

1 will enjoy this murder— —Let me think ■ ■ ■ 
The j«fi'min bowV; 'tis fecrct and remote : 

Co^ wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

[Exit Za 
I low the fweet found fliil fingi within my earl 
When Jhali nut mit e^ainf To-nlght, ia hell. 

[i/i hi it gdwg out, Enttr LeOfl 
I la I Tm furpriz'd i I ftagger at her charms* 

angd dcvU I— Shall I ftab her now ? * 
No, it (hall be as I had iirft determined : 

To kill her now were half my vengeance loH* 
Then I mud now diflcmblc-— ^if I can. 

JiliONORA. 

My lord, cxcufe me; fee, a fecond time 

1 come in embafly from all your friends,, 
Whofe joys are languid, uninfpir'd by you. 

Alonzo. 
This moment, Leonora^ I wai coming 

^ To thee, and all But furc, or I miftake, 

' Oj/liou canft well infpire my friends with joy.. 

. ^ LlONORA. 

Why fighs my lord \ 

Alo» 
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Alonzo* 
I figh'd not» Len9ra, 

LSONOILA. 

I thoogbt TOO did : Yoar iighs are mine, my lord^ 
And I (hall feel them all. 

Alokzo. 

Doft flatter me \ 

Leonora. 
If mj regards for ybu are flatterj. 

Foil far indeed I ftretcci'd the compliment 

1b this day's folemn rite. 

Alonzo. 
What rite ? 

Lbonora« 

You fport me. 

Alonzo. 
Indeed I do ; my heart is fall of mirth, 

Leonora. 
And fo is mine-— I look on chearfalnef^. 
As on the healih of virtue. 

Alonzo; 

Virtue !— Damn— - 

Leonora, 
What fays my lord ? 

Alonzo. 
Thou art exceeding fair. 

Leonora. 
Beauty alone is but of little worth $ ' 

Bu( when the fuul and body of a piece. 

Both (hine alike ; then they obtain a price. 

And are a fit reward for gallant afUons, 

Heav'n's pay on earth for fuch great fools as yours : 

If fair and innocent I am your due, 

ALONSOi 




i64 THE REVENGE. 

Innocent ! 

Leonora. 
How !— My lord, 1 interrupt yoa. 
Alonzo. 
No, my bed life ; I mud not part with theet 
This hand is mine. O ! what a hand is here f 
So foft, fouh fink Into it> and are loH I 

Leonora. 
In tears, my lord r 

ALor.ro. 
What lei's can fpeak my joy ? 
I gaze, and I forr;ct my own cxillcnccj 
'lis ail a vifion ; my head Avims in hcav'n. 
Wherefore, Ol whcicfore, this cxpcnce of beauty ? 
And wherefore ? O I ■ 

Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyei) 
And I could fnatch a (laming thunderbolt^ 
And hurl dcllrudion.— 

Leonora. 
How, my lord I What mean .you f 
Acquaint mc with the fccrct of your heart, 
Or caft me out for ever from your love. 

AroN7.o. 
A.rt thou concerned for me ? 

Leokora. 

My lord, you fright xne; 
Is this the fondncfs of yonr nuptial hour ? 
I am ill-us'd, my lord ; I mud not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny*d me ? 
Your very eyes, why arc they taught to fliun me f 
Nay, my good lord, I have a title here ; [Taking his land 

Ad( 
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nd I will hare it. Am I not your wife ? 

zvc I not juft authority to know 

hat heart, which I have purchased wich my own ? 

ay it before me then ; it is my due. 

nkind J/onzo, though I might demand it, 

ehold, I kneel I See, Leonora kneels, 

nd deigns to be a beggar for her OAn I 

'ell me the fecret ; I conjure you tell me. 

*he bride foregoes the homage of her day ; 

Uvarex^ daughter trembles in the dud : 

peak then ; I charge you fpcak, or I expire, 

knd load you with my death. My lord— my lord ! 

Alonzo. 
la ! ha f ha ! \JIe breaks fr.m her 9 and Jke finks upon 

the Jioor, 

Leonora. 
Are thefe the joys which fondly I conceived ? 
\Dd is it thu3 a wedded life begins ? 
^hat did I part with, when I gave my heart ? 
• knew not that all happlnefs went wich it. 
'Vhy did 1 leave my tender father's wing, 
^nd venture into love ? That maid that loves, 
joes out to fea upon a ihatterM plank, 
bd puts her truft in miracles for fafety. 
Vhere fhall I figh ? Where pour out my complaint ? 
le that (hould hear, fhould fuccour, fliould i clicfs, 
ie is the fource of all. 

Alonzo. 

Go to the chamber; 

foon will follow : That which now difturos thee, 
hall be cleared up, and thou flialc not coi.dcmn me. 

{Exit Leonora. 
O, 
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O, how like inooceiice flie looks I What, ftib herj^ 
And rufti her into blood ?— -I never can ; 
In her, guilt ihlntt, and nature hoMs my hand. 
How then ? Why thas-— No more » It it determined. 

Zanoa. [i^.] 
I fear his heart has faird him. She muft die. 

Can I not rouze the fnake that*s in his bofom^ 

To fling out human nature, and eifeCi it i 

Alonzo. 
This vaft and folid earth, that blazing fon* 
Thofe ikies, thro* which it rolls, muft all have end. 
What then is man ? The fmalleft part of nothing. 
Day buries day ; month, month ; and year the year; 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death*8 felf be fcar*d ? Our life much rather: 
Life is the defart, life the folicude ; 
Death joins us to the great majority : 
Tis to be born to P/ato'% and to Ca/an 
*Tis to be great for ever i 
'Tis pleafure, *tis ambition, then, to die. 

Zanoa. 
I think, my lord, you talk*d of death. 
Alonzo. 

I did« 

Zanga. 

I give you joy ; then Leonora's dead. 

Alonzo. 
No, Zanga, no ; the grcateft guilt is mine : 

'Tis mine, who might have mark*d his midnight vifit t 

Who might have marked his tamenefs to rcfign heri 

Who might have mark'd her fuddcn turn of love : 

Theft 
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efe, and a thoufand tokens more ; and yet 
»r ^hich the Cunts abfolve my foal !} did w^d. 

.Zanoa. 
Iiere does this tend ? 

Alovzo. 

To fhcd a woman's blood 

ould ftain my fword, and make my wars inglorious 1 

It jaft refentment to myfelf, bears in it 

ftamp of greatnefs above vulgar minds : 

e whOy fuperior to the checks of nature, 

ares make his life the vidtim of his reafon, 

oes in fOme fort that reafon deify, 

nd take a fliglit at heav'n. 

Zanga. 

Alas ! my lord,' 

ris not yonr reafon, but her beauty, finds 

i^hofe arguments, and throw you on your fword ; 

^ou cannot clofe an eye that is fo bright ; 

Ton cannot ilrike a breail that is fo fofc ; 

That has ten thoufand ecHafies in flore— — 

?or Carlos ? — No, my lord ; I mean for you. 

Alonzo» 
01 through my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythee fpare mcj 

Nor more upbraid the weaknefs of thy lord : 
[ own, I try'd, I quarcllM, with my heart* 
And puih*d it on, and bid it give her death ; 
Bat, O ! her eyes flrqck firft, and murder'd me.- 

Zanga. 
I^ know not what to anfwer to my lord. 
Men are bat men ; we did not make ourfelves : 
Parewel then, my befl lord, iince you mult die. 
that I were to ihare your monument, 

3 k\A 
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And in eternal darknefi clofe theie tym " 

AgairiU thofe fcenci which 1 am doom'd to (uffer ! 

AlonzO. 
What doA tlvou mean \ 

Zanoa. 
And 11 it then unknown ? h 

grief of heart, to think that yoa fliould afk it ! 
Sure you didruft that ardent love F bear yon, 

Elfe could you doubt when you are laid in duft--i««« 

But it will cut my poor heart tlirougb and througk 

To fee thofe revel on your facred tomb» 

Who brought you thicher by their lawlefa lovei : 

i'ur there they*ll revel, and exulc to fiod 

Him Aeep fo fall, who elfc woqld mar their joyi. 

Alon/.o. 
r)i(lraaion !-^But Don Carlos^ well thoa know*ft^ 

1 1 HieathM in Aeel, and beat on ether thought! • 

Zanca. 
I'll work him to the murJer of his fiiend— * \^Afiii 
Yes, till the fever of hi* blood returns, 
While her laA kif& Ail! fjowit upon his cheek. 
liut when* lie fintls jll'mzo i'l no more, 
Jiow will he nifli, like lightning, to her arms! 
'i here fipji, ih.TC langulih, there pour out his foul | 
But not in grief— fad obfcqaie^ to thee——* 
But thou vvifc be at pe ice, tior fee, nor hear, 
'i he burning kifs, tlic fi;»Ji of tcAafy, 
'J'hcir tiirobbing hearts that joAle one another : 
'J hank heav'n, thcfc torments will be all my own* 

Alonzo. 
ril cafe thee of that pain : Let Carlos die ; 

O'er 
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im on Ae road, and fee it done* 
nuttand. [Gives bis fignet* 

Zanoa. 
I dare not difo1)e/. 

Alonzo. 
^ novc I have thy leave to die. 

Zanga* 
hiak, think again. Are all men buried 
grave ? You know not womankind : 
e the throbbing of the heart has broke 
ft zone^ with which it £ril was ty*d, 
(he meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Alonzo. 
ight has more of hell than had the former a 
and another, and another ! 
(hall caft. a fmile upon my .tomb ! 
^ijuc'd \ I muft noty will not, die. 

Zanga. 

3t die ; nor can you murder her. 
li remains ? In nature no third way, 
"get, and fo to love again. 

Alonzo. 

Oh! 

Zanga. 
^rgive, the world will call you Good\ 
>fget, the world will call yon Wifei 
jceive her to your grace again. 
Id will call you, 'very^ ^very kind. 

Alonzo. 
'. anderftand thee well. She dies ; 
' arm tremble at the ftroke, fhe dies. 

Zanga. 
•uly great. What think you 'twas fet up 

n. I The 
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The Gntk and Roman name in fuch a li^ftrCj 

But doing right in flern defpite to naturca 

Shutting their ears to all her little cries. 

When great, auguft, and godlike juftice call'd? 

At Aulu^ one pour'dout a daughter's life. 

And gain'd more glory than by all his wars % 

Another (lew a filler in juft rage ; 

A third, the theme of all fucceeding times. 

Gave to the cruel ax a darling fon : 

Nay more, for ju(tice fome devote themfelveti 

As he at Carthagt^ an immortal name f 

Yet there is one flep left above 'em all. 

Above their hiilory, above their fable. 

A wife, bride, miftrefs, unenjoy'd — Do That, 

And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory, 
Alonzo. 

'Tis done — again new tranfports fire my brain ; 

I had forgot it ; *tis my bridal night : 

Friend, give me joy ; we muft be gay together: 

See that the fcftival be duly honoured. 
And when with garlands the full bowl \& crown'd, 
And niufic gives her elevating found, 
And golden carpets fprcad the facred floor. 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour. 
Thou, Zanga, then my folemn friends invite. 
From the dark realms of everlafting night j 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call defpair ; 
And death, our chief invited gued, be there; 
He, with pale hand, fliall lead the bride, and fpread 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial-bed, [Exeunt,' 

ACT- 



A TRAGEDY, 171 




Enter Alonzo; 

Alonzo. 
^ r\ Pitiful f O terrible to fight I 
V^ Poor mangled fhade, all cover'd o'er with wounds 
And fo difguis'd with blood I Who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy fad tale, and thou (halt be revenged. 
Ha! C^A?^?— Horror! Carlos F-^O^ away! 
"Go to thy grave, or let me fink to mine. 
I cannot bear the fight— What fight ? — Where am I ? 

There's nothing here If this was fancy's work. 

She draws a pidure ftrongly.— — 

Enter Zanga. 
Zanga, 



Is Carlos murdered ? 



Alonzo. 



Ha ! — You're pale; 



Zanga. 

I obey'd your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road ; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he fiew ; 
Then funk beneath an hundred wounds to death : 
His laft breath bleft Alonzo, and defir'd 
His bones might rell near yours. 

Alonzo, 

O Zanga ! Zanga /— 

I 2 But 
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But rU nocthiftki for J moft ad; aiid'tii&kil^ 1 « 

WQaldnliiiine.^fbra&ift^« Oith^oedley ' 'it^ ^^a 

Of right and wmi^ I the chaos in tikj brain I -^^ 

He fhould, aiid'^>^l<i AOCdie^-^Yptt (hpuld obey/ ' 

And not obey— -«It is a day of darknefs. 

Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then ? Quick anfwer me ; 

I*m deepin horrors ; 1*11 be deeper ftill;< ■■ tk 

I find, thy artifice did take effedt, 

And ihe forgives my late deportment t^ her.'" 

Zanga. 
I told her, from your childhood yoa was wonl^ f< 
On any great farprize, but chiefly then. 
When caufe of forrow bore it company^ 
To have your pafilon (hake the feat of reafon^ 
A momentary ill, which foon blew o'er : 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos' death ; 
(Wifely fupprefling by what means he fell) 
And laid the blame on that. At firfl (he doubted; 
JBut fuch the honed artifice I us'd. 
And fuch her ardent wiih it fhould be true. 
That ihe, at length, was fully /atisfy'd. 

Alonzo. 
Twas well fhe was. In our late interview. 
My paffion ^o far threw me from my guard, 
(Methinks ^tis (Irange !) that, confcious of her guilt j 
She faw not, thro' its thin difguife, my heart, 

Zanga. 
But what defign you, Sir ; and how ? . 

Alonzq. 

I'll tell thee.'' 

Thus Tve ordain'd ix la the jefs'min bowV, 

Tl 
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10 plaM wbi i (he diihonoiir'd with her guilt, 

lore will I meet her ; die appcnntment's made ; 

id calmly fpread (for I can do it now) 

lie blackneft of her crime before her fight ; 

ad then,, with all the cool folemnicy 

r pablic joftice, give her to the grave. [Exit* 

Zanga. 
Iky, get thee gone! Horror and night go with thee ! 

fteri of JcheroHi go hand in hand ; 

dance aroond the bow'r, and dofe them in ; 

nd tell them, that I fent you to falace them ! 

ophane the groand ; and for th' ambrofial rofe, 

nd' breath of jefs'min, let hemlock blacken, 

.nd deadly nightihade poifon all the air ! 

or the fweet nightingale, may ravens croak, 

'oads pant, and adders ruHle thro* the leaves ; 

fay ferpents, winding up the trees, let fall 

'heu: hifling necks upon them from^above> 

ind mingle kilTes — fuch as I fhould give them ! [Exit. 

SCENE, The Bower. 

Leonora Jleepitig. Enter A l o n z o. 

Alonzo. 
IT E amaranths ? ye rofes, like the morn I 

M Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange -groves ! 

i^hy do you fmile ? Why do you look fo fair ? 

Lre you not Mailed as I enter in ? 

'es ; fee how every flow'r lets fall its head ! 

lew fhudders every leaf without a wind I 

low every green is as the ivy pale I 

>id ever midnight eholls afTemble here ? 

I 3 Ha^c 
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Have thcfc fwcct echoes ever learnt to groan ? 

Joy-giving, lovc-infpinng, holy bow'r ! 

Know, in thy fragrant bofom, thou receir'ft 

A— murderer: O! I (hall (lain thy lilies. 

And horror will ufurp the feat of blifs. 

So Lucifer broke into Paradifc, [fleeps ■ 

And foon damnation followed. \Hi ai*vanci$^ Hal At, 

The day ^s uncommon heat has overcome her: 

1*hen take, my longing eyes, your lall full gaze. 

O, what a fight is here! How dreadful fair I 

Who would not think that Being innocent ? 

Where (hall I (bike ? Who (Irikes her, ftrikei bimfeUL 

My own life-blood will iiTue at her wound. ^ 

O my diftraded heart [— O cruel heaven! 

To give Aich charms as thofe, and then call man/ 

Meer man, to be your executioner. 

Was it bccaufe it was too hard for you ? 

Bat fee, (he fmiles \ I never (liall fmile more s 

It Arongly tempts me to a parting kifs. 

\Gotng^ he flarts iaeh 
Ha ! fmile again! She dreams of him (he loves: 
Curfe on her charms ! Til (lab her thro* them alL 

[//i he is going to Jlrike^ Jht luahii* 

Leonora. 
My lord, your (lay was long ; and yonder lull . 
Of falling waters tempted me to reft, 
Difpiritcd with noon's exceflive heat. 

Alonzo. 
Ye pow'rs! with what an eye (he mends the day ! 

While they were clos'd, I (hould have giv'n the blow. 
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a Iftft embrace! and then for jufiice: 
heav'n and I ihall both be fatisfy^d. 

Lbonora. 
fays my lord? 

Alonzo. 

Why This Jlonzo fays : 

••e were endlefs, men were gods ; 'tis that 
coanter-balance travel, danger, pain 
icav'n*s expedient to make mortals bear 
ight, and cheat <hcm of the peaceful grave. 
Leonora. 

my lord, why talk you of the grave ? 
friend is dead \ in friendftiip you fuilain 
ghty lofs J repair it with my love. 

' Alonzo. 
love? Thou piece of witchcraft !— I wou'd fay, 

brrghteft angel! I could gaze for ever, 
e hadft thou this ? Enchantrefs, tell me where ? 
h with a touch works miracles, boils up 
lood to tumults, and turns round my brain ! 
now thou fwim'ft before me: I fhall lofe thee : 
I will make thee fure, and clafp thee all. 
turned this (lender waile with fo much art, 
(hut perfection in fo fmall a ring ? 

fpread that pure expanfe of white above, 
^hich the dazled fight can £nd no red ; 
drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
jver, and for ever finds new charms ? 

thofe eyes ! thofe murderers ! O whence, 

nee didft thou (leal their burning orbs ? From heav'n? 

1 didft i and 'tis religion to adore them. 

I 4 ^E- 
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JlONORA* 

My bed J/ofiKo, xnodcr.itc your ttenght ; 

i:xtrcmc!j Hill fright mc, tho* of love itfelf. 

Alonzo. 
Kxtrcmcs indeed lit hurried me away i 

Hut I come home again*^tnd now for Jvftrce— — 

And now for death— >*It it impoflible ■ ■ 

Sure fuch were madfc by heaven gailelefi to fin* 

Or in their guilt to laugh at puniftiment. [/, 

J leave her to jiufl beav'n. [Drofj tht daggtr mign 

Leonora. 

Hat a dagger I 

What doll thoa lay, thou tninifter of death? 

What dreadful tale doft tell me \ Let me think*. 

Enttr Zanca, 

Zahoa. {AJidi^ 
Death to my towVing hope I (; falli from high f 
My clofo long'labourM fchemc at once ii blafted; 
1 hnt dagger found will caufc her to enquire; 
J'.nquiry will difcover all; my hopei 
Of vengeance pcrifti; I myfclf am loft 
( uifc on the coward's heart I wither hii hand,. 
Wliich held the fteel in vain I — What can be done?< 
Where can 1 fix ?— Uhat'i fomething ftill— Hwill I9 
Fell rage and bitternefs betwixt their fouli. 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil % 
If not, *ti> all I can— -It fliall be fo ■ 

LaoNoaA. 
O T^anga / I am finking in my fcart I 

JUnzo dropt this dagger ai he left mc ; 

And left me in a flrange difordcr too. 

What can this mean ? Angels preferve hit life V 
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Zanga. 

Yonn, Madam ; yoors. 

Lbonora. 

What, Zanga, doft thou fay ? 

Zanga. 

Cbtj%^wl goodnefs then tofuchextremesy 
So blinded to the faults of him you Idve, 
That you perceive not he is jealous ?' 
Leonora. 

Heav'ns ! ' 
'^And^et a thoufand things recur that fwear it, 
What villain could infpife him with that thought ? 
It is not of the growth of his own nature. 

Zanga. 
Some villain ; who, hell knows ; but he is jealous ; 

And 'tis moil fit a heart fo purees yours 

Do itdeirjoftice, and aflert its honour, 

And make him confcious of his ftab to virtue. 

Leonora. 
Jealooa f it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundlefs^ weak, and infolent ! 
Why ? Wherefore? On what (hadow of occafion? 
'Tis fafdnation ; 'tis the wrath of heav'n 
For the coUeded crimes of all his race. 
SQ'kow the great man leifens to my thought ! 
How could fo mean a vice as jealoufy. 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Whidrtears and feeds upon its parent's heart, . 
Live in a throng of fuch exalted virtues ? 
Ifcorn and hate — yet love him, and adore : 
Iicannot, will not, dare not, think it true^ ■ 
Xill fromr himfelf I know it. [£>//;. 

I S Zaii^ 
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Zanga. 

This fucceeds 

Juil: to my wifh. Now (he with violence 
Upbraids him ; he, not dool^ng (he is guilty. 
Rages no lefs ; and if on either fide 
The waves run high, there flill lives hope of rain. 

[Enter Alonzo, 
My lord. ■ ^ 

Alokzo. 

Zanga ! hold thy peace ; I am no coward s . 
But heav'n itfelf did hold my hand; I felt it;. 
By the well-being of my foul, I did : 

ril think of vengeance at another feafon. 

Zanca. 
My lord, her guilt—— 

Alonzo. 

Perdition on thee, Moar^ 
For that one word ! Ah! do not rouze that thought ;. 

1 have o'erwhelmM it much as poflible: 
Away then; let us talk of other things : 

I tell thee, Moory I love her to diflraftion : 

If 'tis my ihame, why be it fo 1 love her ;. 

Nor can I help it ; 'tis impos'd upon me 
By fome fuperior and refiftlefs pow'r : 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth ; 
Jt fhocks my nature like a ftroke at heav'n. 
Angels defend her, as if innocent ! 
But fee, my Leonora comes :— — Be gone. [Ex. Zanga; 

[Enter Leonoia* 
O feen for ever ! yet for ever new ! 
The conquer'd thou doft conquer o'er again^ 
Infli£ling wound on wound. 

Leg* 
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LfOMORA. 

AUs, my lord I 
Wliat seed of this to me ? 

ALOireo. 

Haf doft thou weep? 

Lbonora* 
Hkve I no caufe ? 

Alonzo. 

If love is thy concern, 
Thoa haft no caofe ; none ever lov'd like me* 
Bat wherefore this ? Is it to break my heart. 
Which lofet fo much blood for every tear ? 

Leonora. 
Xi it fo tender f 

Alonzo* 
Is it not? Ohcav'n! 

Doubt of my love ? Why, I am nothing elfe ; 

It (^uite abforbs my every other paiTion. 

that thif one embrace would laft for ever f 

Leonora.* 
Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue ? 

Could this man e'er defign upon my life ? 

I(Bpoffible! I throw away the thought. [y^Jtdf, 

Thefe tears declare how much I tade the joy 

Of being folded in your arms and heart ; 

My tmiverfe does lie within that fpace. 

This dagger bore falfe witnefs. \Sho*wing //•. - 

Alonzo. 

Hal my dagger? 

It rouzee horrid images : Away, 

Away with it, and let us talk of Love, 

Plunge ourfelves deep into the fweet illufion. 

And hide us there from every other thought. 

16 Li-^ 
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Lbohora*. 

It touches yoa.' 

Alonzo. 
Let's talk of Love. 

Leonora. 

Of Death. 
Alonzo. 

As thou lov'ft happinefs 

Leonora. 

Of Murder. 
Alonzo. 

Rafii>. 
Rafh womanj yet forbear. 

Leonora. 

Approve my wrongs! 

Alovzo. 
Then muft I fly, for thy fake and my own. 

Leonora. 
Nay, by my injuries, you firft muft hear me : 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me groan. 

Alonzo. 
Heavens, firike me deaf I 

Leon^xra^. 

It well may fting yoa boBv 

Alonzo. 
Alas! thou quite miftak'ft my caufe of pain. * 

Yet, yetdifmifsme; I am all in flames^ 

Leonora. 
Who has mod caufe ? You, or myfelf ? What ift 

Of my whole life encouraged you to this ? 
Or of your own, what guile has drawn it on yoo ? 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all j 
The weak, ungenerous error of your fex. 
What could infpire the thought? We oft'ncft judgcc 

Fr« 



our own hearts : and is your's then fo frail, 
»mpts you to conceive thus ill of me? 
lat can (loop to harbour fuch a thought, 
ves to find it tme. [HoUing him'. 

Alonz-o; 

O fex, fex,, fex f \fuming on her. 
language of you all. Ill fated woman ! 
haft thou forc'd me back into the gulph. 
gonies, I had blocked up from thought ? 
»w the caufe \ thoafaw'ft me impotent 
^hile to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ft on me;. 
by the pangs I fuffer, to thy woe: 
fittccthou haft replung'd me in my torture,. 
Ibefatisfy'dl 

Leonora^ 
Bcfatisfy'd! 

Alonzo.. 
thy own mouth fhall witnefs it againft thec; 
1 be fatisfy'd, 

Lbonx>ra« 
Of what! 

Alonzo. 

^ Of whatf : 

' dar^ft thou aik that queftton ? Woman, Woman^ 

k, and afTur'd at once; thus *tis for ever. 

\ told thee that thy virtue was fufpeded ? 

\ told thee I defign'd upon thy life?. 

found the dagger ; but that could not fpeak ; 

did I tell thee : Who did tell thee then ? 

t, confcioua guilt. 

LEONORilr. 

This to my face ? O hcav'n ! 

ALOir<r ' 




iSjtTHE revbwge: 

Thii to thy very fouL 

Leonora* 

ThouVfc not ia camcfl? 
Alonzo» 
Seriottf as death- 

Leonora: 
Then heav'n have mercy on thce,» 
Till now, I ftruggled not to think it true j 
J fought convidion, and would not believe it: 
And doft thou force me ? This fhall not be borne : 
Thon fhalt repent this infult* \Gmg^ 

Alonzo. 

Madam, flay ; - 

Your palHon*s wife ; *tis a difguife for gniltt 

'Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ; 

You> and your thoufand arts/ fhall not efcape mf^* 

Leonora. 
Arts? 

Alonzo. 
Arts! Confefs ; for death is in my han£i» 

Leonora. 
,Ti8 in your words. 

Alonzo. 

Confefs, confefs, confcfe; : 

Nor tear my veins with paiTion to compel thee. 

Leonora. 
I fcorn to anfwer thee, prefumptuous man I 

Alonzo. 
Deny then, and incur a fouler fhame. 
Where did^I find this pi6lure ? 

Leonora. 

Hal Don Carlos? 

Sy my bell hopes^ more welcome than thy own. 

Alok<^ 
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Aloveo. 
low it ; but is vice fo very rank. 
It thou (hould'il dare to dafh it in my face ^ 
lire is fick of tkee, abaiklon'd woman! 

Leonora, . 
ent. 

Alonzo. 
Is that for me } 

Leonora. 

Fall, afk my pard<m» . 

AtOWBO. * 

^mihmentf 

LEONORA. 

Dar'ft thou periifl to think I am diflidneft i 
Alonzo. 
low thee-fo. 

Leonora. 
This blo.w then to thy heart 

[SJI^ Jlab$ herfelfi he endeavouring to frin)tnth$t\- 
Alonzo* 
\ Zanga! I/abella! Ho! She bleeds? 
cend, ye blef&d angels, to aflift her ! 

Leonora. 
8 is the only way I would wound thee, 
r moft nnjuft. Now think me guilty Hill. 

Enter Isabella; 

Alonzo. 
r her to inftant hflp : The world to fave her! 

Leonora. 
lappy man f well may'ft thou gaze and tremble; 
fix thy terror and amazement right ; 
on my blood> but on thy own diftradlion. 
It haft thou done ? Whom cenfur'd I'^Leonora. 

When 




^htnthott hadft cenfiifM, thoa wouId*ft Tave her I 

inconfiilent ! Shonld I Imtc in (bame^ 
Or ftoop to any other meam but this, 

T' aflcrt my vfrtw f No ; (he who dHptffci, »^ ' 
Admits it poffibU flic might be gtfilty: 
While aught bat truth could be* my inducement to i 
While it might look like an excnre to thee^ 

1 fcorn*d to vindicate my innocence i 

But now» I let thy raflinefs know, the wound 
Which lead I feel, is that my dagger made. 

[Ifabella hai/j outLtoi 
Alonzo. 
Ha I Was thk woman guilty f— and if not^^— * 
How my thought darkens that way ! Grant, kind hei 
That (he prove guilty, or give Being end. 
Is that my hope then f— -Sure, the facred duft 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. 
Is it in man the fore diftrefs to bear. 
When hope itfclf is blackened to defpairf 
When all the blifs I pant for, is to gain 
In hell a refuge from fcvercr pain ? [ExU, i 

Enter Zanga, 

Zanoa. 

How (lands the great account 'twixt me and vengci 

Tho* much is paid, yet ftill it owes me much ; 

And I will not abate a fingle groan,- 

Ifa I that were well — but that were fatal too<— — 

Why be it fo— Revenge fo truly great 

Would come too cheap, if bought with lefs than I 

Come death, come hell, thcnj 'tis refolv'd j 'tisd 
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SntiT ISABtLtA.. 
ISABBLLiV. 

ZoHga, fttmp ttembl^ : Has not yet 
CTQcl Bcart it« fill ?— Poor Leotnra^^ 

Zanga. 
ers in bloodi and gafps for her laft breath : 
t then? We all mail die. 

Isabella. 

Ahnxo raves ;: 

in the. tempeil of his grief, has thrice 

mpted on his lift : At length, difarm'd, ^ 

:all8 hb friends that fave him, his worft foee> 

importunes the fkies fo<y fwift perdition. 

8 in his dorm of forrow. After paafc, 

krted up, and call*d aloud for Zanga ; 

Zanga rav'd j and, fee, he feeks you here, . 

earn that truth, which moil he dreads to know; 

Zanga. 
;one. Now, now, my foul, confummate alL 

Exit Ifabella^ 

Enter AlonzOv 
Alonzo. 
'anga ! 

Zanga^ 
Do not tremble fo ; but fpeak*. 

Alonsio. 
ireinot. [Falls on him% 

Zanga. 

You will drown me with your tears. 

Alonzo. 
re Inot caufe? 

« Zanga. 

As yet, yonhave na caufe. 
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Alonxo«. 
Doft thou too rave I 

Zanga. 

Your angailh is to come: 
You much have been abused* 

Alonzo* 

Abus'df By wholtt^ 
Zanga. 
To know> were little comfort. 

Alonzo. 

O! 'twere mach^ 

Zanga. 

IfideedC 

Alonzo* 
By heav*n» O give him to my fury T 

Zanga. 

Born for your ufe> I live but to oblige yon$. 

Enow then, 'twas— —I. 

Alonzo. 

Ami awaked 

Zanga.^ 

Fore\ 

Thy wife is guiltlefs ; that's one trtinfport to me ; 

And I, I let thee know it ; that's another : 

I urgM Don Carlos to refign his miftrefs ; 

I forg'd the Letter ; I difpos'd the Pidure ; 

I hated ; I defpis'd ; and I deftroy. 

Alonzo. 

Oh! ISivo 

Zanga. 
Why, this IS well— 'why, this is blow for blow. 
Where are you ? Crown me, fhadow me, with laui 
Ye fpirits, which delight in juft Revenger ' 
Let Eur$fet and her pallid fons, go weep;: 
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Let JfricJtf and her hundred thrones^ rejoice. 

my dear cbantrymen f look down^ and fee 
How I beflride your proHrate conqueror! 

1 tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings : 
But this is mercy ; this is my indulgence ; 
Tis peace; 'tis refuge, from my indignation: 
I muft awake him into horrors. Ho! 
jf/onxo, ho ! the Moor is at the gate ; 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent! 

Thoa who do& ^1 fubdue. 

Alonzo. 

Inhuman flave ! 

Zanga. 
FaU'tt Chriiliair, thou miftak'ft my charadler. 

Look on me. Who am I ? I know, thou fay 'ft 

The Moor, a flave, an abje<&, beaten ^ye 

(Eternal woes to him that made me fo I) : 

But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 

£xtingui(h'd majefly fo far, that nought 

Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee ? 

When the-grcat Moortjh king, Ahdalla, fell. 

Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faft by him^ . 

His fon, tho', thro' his fondnefs, in difguife, 

Lefs to expofe me to th' ambitious foe. 

Ha ! Does it wake thee ? O'er my father's corfc 

I flood aftride, till I had clove thy creft ; 

And then was made the captive of a fquadron. 

And funk into thy fervant — But O ! What, 

What were my wages ? Hear not heav'n, nor earth t " 

My wages were a hlo^ ;— by heav'n, a hlon» ; 

And from a mortal hand. 

Ai-oHi*^ 
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/ ■ ! • ■ . ' " . ' 

AlONZO. 

O villain \ tUUii T 
Allftrifeisvain. 

AtOKSO. 

It that my love retoniM t 
Is this my recommpence ? Make fnends of tigen t 
Lzy not year yoang^ O mothers, onthe breaft. 
For fear they tarn to (erpents as they lie, 
And pay you for their nouri(hment with (leach. 
Car/os is dead, and Leonora dying ; 
Both innocent^ both murder'd, both by me: 
That heav'nly maid, which ihoald have liv*d for ever;^ 
At leaft have gently flept her foal away ;- 
Whofe life ihould have ihut up as evening flowVa 
At the departing fun— — wasmarder'd I marder*dr 
O Ihame f O guilt f O horror I O remorfe ! 
^^f'^INBl'puniihmenll HadSatwmeva^fell, .^^. 
Hell had been made for me-*0 Leonora t 

Zanca-^ 

Muft I defpife thee too, as well as hate thee?' 

Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. 
Priam from fortune^s lofty fummit fell ; 
Great Alexander *midfl his conqueits mourn'd; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their forrows ; 
Cafan have wept j. and I have had— my blow: 
But *tis reveng'd ; and now my work is done : 
Yet, e'er I fall, be it one part of vengeance. 
To make ev'n thee confefs that I am jud : 
Thou feed a prince, whofe father thou hail flain %. 
Whofe native country thou haft laid in blood ; 
l^ofe (acred perfon» oh ! thou haft prophan'd ; 

WhoJ 
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Whofe reign extinguifli'd : What was left to me 
So highly born ? No kingdom, but ll^ven^e^ 
No creafare, bat thy tortures, and thy grpani^ :\ . 
If men iboald aik who broughC;thee to thy end, 
TeU them the ikloar, and they will not defpife thee: 
If cold white mortals xenfure. this great deed, • 
Warn them, they judge oot of fuperior beings, 
Sonis made of fire, and children of the fun. 
With whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee well ■ ■ m 
Now, fully fatisfy'd, I ihould take leave ; 
But one thing grieves me i fince thy death is near, 
I leave thee my .exam pie how to die. 
jis hi is going to fiab himjtlf^ Alonzo rujhts 4ipon him 4$ 
fri*vint him. In the mean timet Enter Alvarqz, «/- 
ttniid. They difarm and feize Zanga. Alonzo /«// 
the daggir in his bofom, 

Alonzo. 
No, monfter^ thou (halt not efcape by death* 
O father I 

Alvarez. 
O Alonzo / '» ■ ' ■ ■ ^ Ifabella^ 
Toaeh*d with remorfe to fee her miilrefs* pangs^ 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Alonzo. 

What groan was that? 

Zanga. 
As I have been a vnlture to thy hearty 

So will I be a raven to thine ear, . 

And Urue as ever fnufTd the fcent of blood. 

As .ever flapt its heavy wing againfl 

The window of the fick, and croak'd dcfpair : 

Thy wife is dead. 

[Aljjirez^w tQ rhefde of the fiage^ mdntnrm: 




,9© THE REVENGE. 

ArVAREZ. 

The dreadfal newt u true. 
Alonzo. 
Prepare the rack ; mrcnt new torments for hiiiu 
Z Aire A. 

This too is well. The fix*d and noble mind 

Turns all occurrence to iu own advantage. 

And ril make vengeance of calamity. 

Were I not thus rcduc'd, thou would'ft not know. 

That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee fUll : 

Torture thou may'ft ; but thoi^ /halt ne'er defpife me: 

The blood will follow, where the knife is driven ; 

The flcfh will quiver, where the pincers tear; 

And fighs and cries by nature grow on pain: 

But thcfe arc foreign to the foul : Not mine 

The groans that iflue, or the tears that fall; 

They difobey mc; on the rack I fcorn thee. 

As when my fauchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Alvarez. 
Peace, villain! 

Zanoa. 
While I live, old man. Til fpeak; 
And, well I know, thou dar'ft not kill me yet ; 
For that would rob thy blood-houndD of their prey. 

Alonzo. 
Who caird Jlonzo ? 

Alvarez. 

No one call'd, my fon. 
Alonzo. 
Again I — 'tis Ccrks' voice, and I obey. {ji^gS^* 

O how I lau^h at all that this can do ! [Shewing tbt 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murdcr'dmei 
Were giv'n before -, I am already dead ; 

6 Thii 
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'his only marks my body for the grave. [Stais htmfilf. 
^Vi, Aott art reveng'd O Imnira /— • IfiUu 

, Z AMOA. 

iced rolHaiis, give me leave ; my blood is yours ; 

The wheel*8 prepared, and you (hall have it all ; 

Jtx me bnt look one moment on the dead, 

\nd pay yourfelves with gazing on my pangs. 

\He goes to Alonzo's hodj^ 

\% this AlonzQ P Where's the haughty mien ? 

is that the hand which fmote me ? Heav'ns, how pale ! 

^nd art thou dead? So is my enmity : 

f war not with the duft : The great, the proud^ 

The conqueror of J/rick, was my foe. 

^ lion preys not upon carcafTes. 

Phis was the only method to fubdue me : 

Terror and doubt fall on me ; all thy good 

^ow blazes : all thy guilt is in the grave : 

^ever had man fuch funeral applaufe ; 

f I lament thee, fure thy worth was great. 

) vengeance \ I have followM thee too far, 

bd ito receive me hell blows all her fires. [He is lortte off^ 

Alvarez. 
Dreadful efFeft of jealoufy ! a rage 
In which the wife with caution will engage ; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe. 
Where, fway'd by nature, we ourfelves deceive ; 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art. 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. {^Exeunt. 
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E P I LOG UJ 

By a FRIEND. 



/^y^ ^lithor fntme^ in an hunMt firain^ 
^^ 7$ Jreg you* J bltfs the offspring of bii hrmm % 
Andl^ your proxy ^ promts' d^ in your uaiue, 
7he Child Jhould liviy at leaft. Six days of famt^ 
I like the Brat ; hut fiill his faults can find \ 
And, by the Parents leave ^ 'wiH fpcak my mind. 

Gallants, pray tell me, do you think *t*was *weil^ 
7 a let a ^willing maid lead apes in hell ? 
7'ou, nicer Ladies, Jhould you think it right 
To eat no Suppe r *ose your IVedding^night t 
$houd £nglifh Hujbands dan to fiarnit their IFiw, 
Be fure, theyd had mofi eomfertable lives. 
But he loves mi/chief and^ «with groundlefs fears f 
Woud fain fct loving couples by the ears; 
Woud fpoil the tender hujbands of our nation^ 
By ttaching them his vile outlandijh fafiion : 
But ive^ve been taught, in our good-natured clime^ 
That yealoujy, tho" jufi, is fiill a crime ^ 
And voill be fiill \ for, (not to blame the plot) 
That fame Alonxo *was a fiupid fot^ 
To nil a bride, a mifirefs uneujoyd i 
Yivere fomt excufe, had the pcor man betn cloyed: 
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9 liU hir t» fufticim, en he knew 
•flli^ iii keimus crime were Jk^ •!» tnm^-^'^mm 
^piif fiui graeei fie met Urn in tie iewer, 
rhfmfie might emticipede an hour 2'^"'^^ 
hm mm her erremd, hut the het^hrmn^d Spaniard* 
Pmd rf Ime^-freiuei « filthy Foniard .-"^ 
ed he heen wife eU this their private meetitigp 
^ frm/ •UV Fudden had heen in the Eating : 
Mam had then heen fltaCd^ and Dan contented^ 
wd all this hloed and murder heen prevented. 
itons, he wi/e^ and, from this fad example ^ 
fir hreak a Bargeun^ but firfi take a Sample. 
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R O L O G U E, 

Written by Mr. D O D S L E Y, 
And fpoken by Mr. H A V A R D. 

^HE Tragic mu/e, nvolving many a page 

Of tiwu*s long records drawn from every age^ 
Mu n§t hir flans on low or trivial deeds, 
f snarks the ftriking t-^^^Wben fome Hero bleeds 
fawi bis Country f tben ber powers inf^irOf 
i fouls congenial catcb tbe patriot fire, 
*en bold opprejfion grinds a fuffering land ; 
(M tbe keen dagger gleams in murder's bandi 
*en black confpiracy infeSs tbe tbrong ; 
feU revenge Jits brooding o'er bis wrong; 
« vfolks Jbe fortb in terror % At ber frown 
\lt fi9rinks appalPdf tbougb feated on a tbrone* 
f tbe racltd foul^ wben dark fufpicions rend i 
*en Brotbers bate^ and Sons witb Sires contend i 
*in cla/bing interefts war eternal wage ; 
I LovCf tbe tender eft pajfton^ turns to Rage i 
w grief on every vifage ftands impreft^ 
i pity tbrobs in every feeling breafti 
iCf FeoTf and Indignation^ rife by turns, 
i tbi flrongfcene witb various pafjton burns. 

K 3 Sucb 
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Suci d^ n§w kfin U tlright rfu imfmrH 
VbiJUmfwUnifi $f a tindtr hart: 
Si^b *^s aSm ^}mAI^ Herfs ibak^ 
And fdm Ut writ, in fifkn that mn ilm 
Not hi nvh €amt0 ^iH0f^ hit ki nigh cmt^ ; * 
Sbiwt tbt grtai /mh iuut frwit Umfilf a Mm 

Ta J$ mi idfy gmv§ at gtttrs paint 
Ntr let tb$ ttart of natun fall in nfoin: . 
iFatcb tbi th/i crimtsjinm n»btn€i their ills ha^ 
Ani/ronun tkdr firedliUi knm to memt jrouron 
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Philip* King of MaadtM, Mr. Berht. 

FERstvs, hii elder Sod, ; , ;- Mr.^osao^ 
Demetrius, his jounger Soo^ Mr. Gareick. 

f EJI1CLB9, the Friend of Perseus, Mr. Blakes. • 
Amtigonus, a Minifler of State^ Mr. Burton. 
Dymas, the King's Favorite, Mr. Siidsoir} 

PosTKUMius, Jj?^,^Ambai&.CMr.WiHSTOiiE. 

CURTIUS, \ <^<>«» IMr. MOZEEB. 



WOMEN. 

Erixene, the Tbracian Princefs, Mrs. BEXLAMTt 
Her Attendant, Mifs Hjepxslet. 
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Act I. S C E N E t ; 

SffMfCURTIPS i»22? POSTHVMIHS* ' 

^HERE'S fomething of magnificence aboat ur 
I have not feen at Rome. But you can tell me. 

[Gazij romuC. 

POSTHUMIUS, , , 

5 : Hither fent on former embaffies, 
ow due- fpleadid court of Macedan, 
haughty PhiUft well. 

CURsTIUSi 

His pride prefumes 
Teat OS here like fubje£b, more than Romans,, 
p than ambailadors, who, in our bofoms^. 

Ks Bmrr 
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Bear peace and war» iuid,diroi^ ^im vUck we ptcafie^ 
At J§vi Hit ftorm* or funfliuie, oa hit trea^^re•. j 

PotTUUMIOt, 

Thb Pif^> only, fiaoe XMi#*t glorf fofit, 
Preferves its grand cor to the name of king i 
Like a bold flar, that &ewt itt firet by day. 
The Gretk, who won the world, wat fent bebre him^ 
At the grey da>ira before the bbme of noon : 
Philip had ne'er been conquered, bat by Rotm >. 
And what can fame fay more of mortal man I 

CURTIUS. 

1 know his public character. 

PotTHtfMIVt. 

It pains me 
To turn my thoughts on his domedic ftate : 
There Philip is no God ; but pours his heart. 
In ceafelefs groans, o'er hie contending font ; 
And pays the fecret tax of mighty men 
To, their mortiJity. 

CURTIUS. 

But whence the flrife. 
Which thui afiifit him ? 

PoSTHUMIUf. 

From this Philip''^ bed 
Two AUxanitrs fpring. 

CUKTIVS. 

And but one world ? 
'Twill never do. 

POSTHUMIVS. 

They both are bright; but one 
Benignly bright as ftart to mariners; 

Aid! 



onfe H'cOBite* «9itk Jbaligttuit blafee/ ^ . ^ 
oncuigruiQ. 

GuRTive.. 
Yoo ineBD Pirfsui. 

PO^THUMIUS. 

True, 
/oonger fon Demetrius^ yoa well know^ 
bred at ^^M/y oor hoilage from his father. 

aftdr, he was fent ambaiTador, 
n Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 
*s manners won him, and his manners Rome ; 

granted peace, declaring (he forgave, 
is high worth, the condudt of his father. 

gave him all the hearts of Mactdon \ 

:h, joined to his high patronage from Rome^ 

0991 hia jealoua fatrothcr. 

Cu&Tius. 

Glows there not 

sond brand of enmity ? ' 

FOSTHVMIUS. 

O, yes ; 
fair Erixene. 

CURTJUS. 

I've partly heard: 
fmother'd (lory. 

POSTUUMIUS. 

Smother'd by the king ; 
wifely too. But diou (halt hear It all. 
feals of adamant, not mountains whelm*d 
'uilty fecrets, can exclude the day. 
r burnt a fixt hereditary hate, 
een the crowni of Maadon and Thraa ; 

K6 The- 
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The iword by botk too mucli indalg'd in bltfod. 
Philip, at length, prevaird ; he took, bjr niglit^ . 
Th^ town, and palace, of his deadly foe; 
Rafli*d through the flames, which he had klndlrd lonii 
And flew him, bold in rain : Nor retted there i 
Bat, with onkingly cruelty, deftroy*d 
Two litde font within their mother*i arms % 
Thus meaning to tread ont thofe fparks of war, 
Which might ope day flame op to great revenge. 
The qoeen, through grief, on her dead Tons ejTpirM. 
One child alone furviv'd : A female infant. 
Amid thefe horrors, in the cradle fmU*d* 

CvaTivs. 
What of that infant ? 

POSTMVMIUS. 

Stung with fliarp remorfe^ 
The viAor took, and gave her to his queen. 
The child was bred, and honoured, as her own; 
She grew, ihe bloom'd i and now her eyes repay 
Her brother*& wounds on ?hiHf% rival fons, 

CVRTIUS. 

Is then Erixene that Thracian child ? 

How juft the Gods ( from out that ruioM houTe 

He took a brand, to iet his own on fire. 

POSTHVMIUS. 

To give thee, friend, the whole in miniature ; 
This is the pifture of great Pbilif% court : 
The proudj but melancholy king, on high, 
Majeftic fits, like Jovi endiron'd in darknefs ; 
His fons are as the thunder in his hand ; 



Ai 
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And the fair T^tfcrtf* princefs U a ^r, 
That fparkles by, and gilds the folemn fcene. 

Shouti biord* 
ISs their great day » fapreme of all their year» 
The fan»*d Lnftration of their martial powers ; 
Thence, for our audience, cfaoTcn. by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire fliakes, 
And alt her lofty glories nod to ruin. 

CVRTIUS. 

Who comes ? 

POSTHUMIUS^ 

O,. that's the jealous eld^r brother ; 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 
Obferve the fire, high birth, and empire, kindle I 

CURTIUS. 

He holds his conference with much emotion. 

PosmuMivs. 
The brodiers both can talk, and^ in their turns. 

Have borne away the prize of eloquence 

At Athens* Shun his walk : Our own debate 

Is now at hand. We'll feek his lion Sire, 

Who dares to frown on us his conquerors ; 

And carries fo much monarch on his brow. 

As if he*d fright us with the wounds we gave him. 

[txiunt. 
Eutir Veksev^ and Pericles. 

Perseus« 
*Tis empire \ empire ! empire I let that word 
Make facred- all I do, or can attempt ] 
Had I been born a (lave^ I ihould afFe£t it : 
My nature's fiery, and, of courfe, afpires. 

Who 
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Who ^ves an empire* by tlte gift defeats 
AH end of giviag i and procorei coatempt 
laftead of gratitude. An empire loft, 
Deftroy*d« would kfs confoand ae, than refifo^di 

Pericles* 
But are you fure DimtHus will attempt ? 

Pkrsbus, 
Why does Romt court him ? For his virtues ? Noj: 
To fire him to dominion : To blow up 
A civil war i then to fupport him in it : 
He gains the name of kiDg» and R»mi x\it power. 

Pbriclbs. 
This is indeed the common art of R^m. . . 

PiasBus. 
That fource of juftice through the wondering world ! 
His youth and valour fecond Romt\ defigns : . 
The firft impels him to prefinaptuous hope; 
The laft fnpports him in it. Then his perfon f 
Thy hand, O Nature, has made bold with mine. 
Yet more ; what words diftil from hn red lip,* 
To gull the multitude I and they make kings* 
Ten thoufaiid foots, knaves, cowards, lump-d together 
Become all- wife, all-righteous, and almighty.. 
Nor is this alh The fooHlh Thracian maid 
Prefers the boy to me. 

Pericles. 

And does that pain yon ? 

PfiasEus* 

Pericles, to death. It is moft true. 

Through hate to him, and not through love for her» 

1 paid my firft addrelTes % but became 

Th 
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The Ibol I fdgn'd ; My figlis are now fincere. 
It fmarts ; it boms : O that *twere fidion ftill f 
By heaven^ (he feems more beauteous- than domini^xu 

Pericles. ^ 

Domihfonf and the princefa) bodi are loi^, 
Uhlefs ybo gain the Idng, 

Persetts. 

But how to gai^ him ? 
Old men love nordties ; the laft arrived 
Still pleafes befl; the youngeft Reals their Amies*. 

• Pericles. 
Bjmas alone can work him to his pleaforei. 
Firft in efteea, and keeper of his heart. 

Pbrsevs. 
To "Dymas diou ; and win him to thy will. 
In the mean tSflMy Til feek my double rivals 
Curb his pitfumption, and ered myfelf» 
Ih all the dignity of birth, before him. 
Whatever can ftir the blood, or fway the mind^ 
Is now at ftake ; and double is the lofs. 
When an inferior bears away the prize. 

Pericles. 
Toiir brother, drefs'd for the folemnity. 

Perseus. 
To Dymas Hy ! gain him, and think on thia : 
A prince indebted, is a fortune made. 

\Exit Pericles. 

Enttr Demetrius. 

Demetrius. 
HoWy brother ! unattir'd ! Have you forgot 

What pomps are due to this lUuftrious day ? 

Per^ 




I am no g^g^w. ibc,(he ikmg10M^M:rAsu.s on ?' 
Some ire dcfign'd by naturt faai^for (h^j. . . , ..j ;,vi « 
The tjnfel and the feather of mankind;^. ^^ ^, . jr .f » 

DaifBTitivj. 
Brother, of that up, more : For. ihangdi gird oa 
Your glittering arms, and look like any Jitmm^ . r .( 

PiRSEVS. . 

No, brodier } let the Ruuuii look like me. 
If they*re ambitioo8.—Bat, I pr'ythee, ftand i. 
Let me gaie on thee :— No inglorioai figure ! 

Jl/^r/ J{0«r«ffa9 ai it ongbt to bci^ . . i .^n..:.'/ 

But what iithii that dasslei my weak £gktl; ' >.^ 
Thereof fnnihine in thy beaiaer^ * ^ H 

DtMlTBTVl. • 'J* 

Tis that hcliaei: •: 
Which JUxandir wore at Grtmim. 

PiRIBVB* '■ -■' ■• '''^ 

When he fubdn'd the world f H« 1 if*t not fi> ? v , . :h 
Whilt world haft thou fubdu'd.? O^ yes ^. the Fair. 
Think'ft thou there could in Macthn be found * ^ 

No brow might fuit that golden blazoi but thine ? ^ 
Dembtkivs. -'■'' '■■'"''' 

I wore it but to grace this facred day i. . j i^..:,' Uxh 

Jar not for trifles. 

Pi-RSEVS. ■ 'f' "iriW 
Nothing is a trifle 
That argues the prefumption of the fouU 

Demetrius. ' I'oV 

Tib theyprefumei who know net to^ervc* ; ; i [ 

Perseus. -, ^ w^^ 

Or whO| dcfervingt fcora iupcripi' merit. .,; ^^^^-^ 

Dbmb« 
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Vko eombatt with a brother, wbonds hiinfelf i 
Wave private wrath, and raih upon the foes 
OiMacedmia. 

PerseuIs. 
N^f I would not wound 

Dnnf/rfftf^ friends, 

Demetrius* 
Defttitrius' friends I 

Perseus. 

The Romam. 

You copy HoMMiial, our great idlj.? 

Say» at what altar was you fwom their foe ? 

Peace-making brother ! Wherefore bring you peace. 

But to prevent my glory from the field ? 

The peace you bring, was meant as war to me. 

Demetrius. 
FirfiiUf heboid when danger's all your own : 

Wiar now, were war with Phi/ip more than Rom* 

Perseus. 
Come, you love peace; that fair cheek hates a fear : 
You that admire- the Romant^ break the bridge 
With Cociis^ or with Curtius letp the gulph ; 
And league not with the vices of our foes» 

Demetrius. 
What vices ? 

Perseus, 
With their women, and their wits. 
Your idol L<elius ; Lalius the polite. 
I hear. Sir, yote take wing^ and mount in metre. 
Virenci has ownM your aid, your comrade Tinnce. 
God- like ambition f Terence there, the flave ! 

Demjetrtus. 
Ac Jtben$ bred, and to the arts a foe ? Per* 
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Praiikvi* 
At Jihint. br«4, A»4 boffow ftffU hotn H$m P 

Brother* IVe don« : l«cK our contention ceaft a 
Our mother fliuddcri at it in her grave : 
And how hai Fhiiif niettrA*4 ? A drMdful foe, 
And awful king i but, O, the tendVea ftnmc 
7'hat ever wept in fondncfi o'er a ahilcl f 

?fR9itrfl. 
Why, ay \ go tell your father i fondly throw 

Your aniii around him \ ftroict him to your purpoic^ 

Ai you are wont : I boaft not lb much worth i 

I am no piflare, by the doating eye 

To be ftifvey*d, and hung about his neck. 

1 fight his battlcfi i thut^ft all f can do. 

liut if you boaft a piety fincerr, 

One way you may fccure your futher^s peace i 

And one alone— 'Rcfign Kri.Ufic* 

DRMaTRfVI. 

4 You flatter me, to think her in my power. 
Wc run our fatco togctlirr ; you dcfcrve. 
And Hir can ]\n\^t ; prorncd wc then like riiemls» 
And lin who \\'.\\n% her hc;ut, and gains il fairly^ 
Let him rnjoy his ^rtrroii'; rivupR too. 

pRRARt/JI. 

Mmnoth fprakin^, infinccre, infulting hoy I 
In then my crown ufurpt but half thy crime } 
Drfid, or, hy the p.ods that fmilc on blood ( 
Not thy fine form, nor yet thy boa fled peace, 
Nor patronl'/.ing Rtftne^ nor Vhilif% tears. 
Nor Alfxnndir\ hclnict i no, nor more, 
ilis radiant form, ihould it alight in thunder. 

An 



fpread its new divinity between as, 

tid fave a hMtlMr fom a broiheffTt foTf. [Arf>B6crl 

DfMBTSIUf. 

r*s this ? The waves ne'er ran thus big)i befoir% 
^ thee I yes, ErUaue, with lift ! 
a in whofe eye, fi> nu>deft, and ib brighl^ 
; ever wakes, and keeps a veftal fire, 
r fhall I wean my foai^ fond heart from thee* 
Ferfitu warns me to rousse all any powers* 
et I float k dark uncertainty ; 
thoogh flie {biles, I found not her de&gns; 
!y, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet, 
learn (O all ye gods !) my final doom \ 
father f Ha I and oa his braw deep thought, 
palecoacera! Kind heav*h, afiwage hi^ forroiys,. 
ch ilrike a damp thro' atl my flames of love. [Exiu 

Enter Kino and Antigonus. 

King. 
1% of their envy cheat a foolifh world ; 

gi^es OS all in fpite^ that we alone 
bt have the pain of knowing all is nothing ; 

Teeming means of blifs but heigltten woe,. 

m impotent, to make their promife good : 

ce, kings, at leaft, bid fair jfl; to be wretched;. 

Antigonus. 
;, Sir ; 'tis empty, er tormenting, all : 

days of life are fillers ; all alike ; 
e juil the iame ; which fenres to fool us on- 
}ugh blafl«d hopes, with change of fallacy ;. 
le joy is, like to-morrow, ftill to come ; 

ends die fruidefs chace but in the grave. 

King. 
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Ay, there, ^«///#ff«/»i diu pftla will «Mlii,'- 
Wkich mceu nc «c tbt btaqoet i hatintf my ptito« 
Nor, by the din of armf, ft ftlghM from me, 
Con/dinctt what art thou ? Thoa tremendpat pOf(re 
Who doft inhabit w wiriiouC dor I6ive'i 
And arty within ooHelm, another felf ^ 
A mailer fetf, that lovei xo domineen 
And treat the monarch frankly at the flave. 
How doft thou light a ft>rch to diftant deedi ? 
Make the pad, prefimt i and the fottfit» frown f 
How» ever and anon, awake the foot. 
At with a peal of thunder, to ftrangie horrors^ 
In thit long reftlefi dream, which idiots hag. 
Nay, wife men flatter with the name of life ? 

Antioonus. 
Yon think too much* 

XiNO.' 

I do not think at all: 
The godft impofe, the gods infli^, my thoughts i 
And paint my dreams with inuges of dread. 
Laft niglit,. in fleep, I iaw the Tbnadan queen^ 
And her two murder'd Tons. She frowned upon m 
And pointed at their wounds. Ffow throbbed my he 
Mow fhook my couch f And, when the morning cai 
The formidable pidture ftill fubfifted, 
And flowly vani(h*d from my waking eye. 
I fear Tome heavy vengeance hangs in air. 
And confcious drities infufe thefe thoughts. 
To warn my foul of her approaching doom. 
The gods are rigid when they weigh fuch deeds. 
As fpeak a ruthlefs heart i they meafure blood 
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ps, and bate notoae ia die repay, 

infants hurt me ? Twas not like a king. 
Antigonvs. 

:d, I do confefs the gods are with us ; 
at our fide in ev*ry a£t of life ; . 
a our pillow watch each fecret thought i 
fee it in its embryo^ yet unborn, 
eir wrath oeafes on remorfe for guilt i 
/ell I know your forrows touch your fonsi 
i it pollible but time muft quench 
flaming fpirits in a father'^ tears. 

KlN<G. 

comfort I I this moment overheard 

.rring fons with fury (hake my walls* 

why my curfe from thofe, that ought to blefs mei 

[ueen of Thrace can anfwer that fad quefUon : 

ad two fons ; but two : And fo have J. 

rtune ftands with her bow ever bent 

the world s and he who wounds another* 

is the goddefs by that part he wounds, 

e to firike deep her arrows in himfelf* . . 

Antigomus. 
I, I think It time your fons receive 

hef s awful counfel ; or, while here, 
we^ry nature calls for kind repofe, 
curtains will be (haken with their broils ; 
when you die, fons blood may ftain your tomb* 
ther cares demand you now : The Romans. 

King. 
ange of pain ! The Romans f Ferifh Rome ! 

:e happy they, who fleep in humble life, 
ith the ftorm ambition blows. Tis meet 

The 
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The Great fhoul^ how iAte ftme of hg pp i neft. 
The confolatioii of » little envy i 
^Tis all their pay fprthdfe fupcrrbr carcf, 
Thofe pangs of heart, their vaflkis ne^er caa feel. 
Where are thefe ftrangers ? Firfi 111 hear their tale; 
Then talk i« private with my fens. 

Antioonus. 

But how 
Intends my lord to make his peace with Rotne ? 

King. 
Rome calls me ftery : Let her find me fo f 

Anticokus. 
O Sir, forbear ! Too late yoa fcU J^)tfif*8 power. 

King, 
Yes, and that reafon dings me more than ever. 

To curfe, and hate, and hazard all againfl her; 

Antigonvs. 
Hate her too much to give her battle now ; 
Nor to yourgodlike valour owe your ruin. 
Greece^ 'Thefaly^ lilyrium^ Rome has feiz'd j 
Your treafures wafted, and your phalanx thinnM : 
Should (he proceed, and ftrike at Macedon, 
What would be left of empire ? 

King. 

Philip: AU. 

ril take my throne. Send in thefe foreigners. 

SCENE draws 9 and difcotuers a magnificent thrent, 
Pbrsfus, Demetrius, courtiers^ Sec. atUnd'mi 
Posi'HUMius aWCurtius, the Roman amhajfai^f^ 
enter, ^Trumpets found. The King afcends the throntft 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Philip of Macedon ; To thofe complaints 

Our friends groan out, and you hav6 heard at largd, 
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lom^Mwtuf^i an anfRTor. Sho fits jadge> 
^nd will have right oa earth. 
King. 

[ fo ihall «Df«yfr» as becomes a king« 

PoSTTHVMtttB. 

Or more, Sif i as becomes a| friend of R§me». 

* King. 
Or Alexanders hcrr, to rife ftill higher. 
Bat to tlie. pkt^^. ThiM a king to thofe 
That would make kings, and pujfF them out at pleafure ; 
Has Philip done amifs ? 'Twas you provokM him. 
My cities, which dqferted in my wars, 
I thought it meet to puniffi : You deny'd me. 
When I had (hook the walls of Marenuy 
Ypu pluckt me t];Lence, and took the taken town : 
Then you fentivord I ihouldxetins from Greece, 
A conqueft at my door, by nature mine j 
And faid. Here end thy fealm \ as y» wfiie gpds ! 
And gods ye (hall be, ere Rojaejiumhles me^ 
All this is ^one ; yet PI;i/ip if your friend • 
If this buys friendfbip^ where c;an yon find foes? 
In what r^ard will ftern Rome look upon me ? 
If as a fri^ind, too precious let her hoM 
Her own efteem, to call a ftoin on mine ; 
If as an enemy, let her proceed. 
And do as ihe has doi^ ;■ (he need no more^ 

POSTHUMIUS. 

The Romans do no wrong ; yet Aill are men : 
And if to-day an error thwarts their purpofe^ 
To morrow fets it right : If PhiUp loves 
Dominion, and the pride that waits on kings. 
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(Of which, perhaps, hia words too txonifiy favour) 

Httfflility to Rsm will lead him to k : 

She can give more than common kingi can govern. 

King. 
Than common kbg^ ? Ambaflador I lemember 
CnMbT— Where firil my fwofd was flalht with Uood 

DiMiTRivs. [jf/Utf y# tkt JUng.^ 
My lord, forbear. 

KlIK}. 

AndHwmHalBmUfe^ 

PoSTHVIflVf* 

Becaufe he fled at Cafua. 

There, indeed^ 
I was not with him. 

POSTHVMIVS. 

Therefore he fled alotti'-^^ 
Since thus yon treat us, hear another charge. 
Why here detain you, prifoner of your power, 
His dangliter, who was once Rome*s good ally. 
The king of 7brace f Why is flie not rcftor'd ? 
For our next meeting you^l provide an anfwer. 
What how has psfs'd, for hi$ fake we forgive. 

[Pointing to Demet 
But mark this well : There lies feme little diflance, 
Philift between a Roman and a king. [Exeunt Ron 

King. 
How fay*fl, unfceptred boafter f This to me ! 

With Hannibal I cleft yon J/pine rocks ; 

With Hannibal choak'd 7bra/ymeni with flac^ter : 

But, O the night of Canme*s raging field 1 

When half the Roman fenate lay in blood 

6 Wil 



9Vithoi4eattr tebtf and groJUi[^d» as we carons'd ! 
Immortal gods I for fuch another hoatf ''' " • 

ThenjJirow jx»y carpafe to the dogs of Rome* 

Antigokus. 
Sir, you fopgel'your fom* » :. ^ " 

. J . ^ . . Let fill wirhdraw. 

[^ExeuMt all but the King and his fansi. 

Two pafTions only take up all niy foul ; 

Hatred to Rmel iind tciidcfnefs for them. 
Draw near, my fons, and liftcn to my age. 
Xy what has pafs'd, you fee the (late of things : 
Foreign alliance mud a king fecure ; 
-And infolence fuftain to ferve his power : 
And if alliances \f\i\i R^opu are needful, 
Much more among ourfelves. If I mufl bear, 
Vnmov'd, an infult from a Granger's brow, 
^hall not a brother bear a brother's look 
Without impatience ? Whither all this tends, 
I'm forry that your confcious hearts can tell you : 
^s it not mod fevere ? Two fons alone 

Have crown'd my bed ; and they two are not brotheri. 

Lo(^iiace« >and^ from my kind regards to you. 

Copy fich looks aa you (hoold bear each other. 

V^tiyt^P^rfigh ? Do you not know, - my fons ? 

And if you do — O let mc figh bo more ! 

Let thefe white hairs put in a claim to peace I 
Perseus. 

Hencefofih;;,my foie contention with my brother 

Is this ; which beft ebey^ our father's wilU 
Demetrius. < 

I^a^^er^ if fimple nature ever ipeaks 

Vol. II. L ^-n 
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In her own language, fcornine ufclefs words« 
You fee her now ; (he fwells into my eyes. 
I take thee to my heart ; I fold thee ia it. 

\Emhracing P< 
Oar father bids ; and that we drank one milk^ 
Is now the rmallefl mocive of xny love^ 

King. 
Ar^tigonus^ the joy their mother felt 

When they were born, was faint to what I feel. 

Demetrius. 
See, brother, if he does not weep! His love 

Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude ; 

But nature will prevail — My king I My father I 

\Embr 

Perseus. \^Afide^ 

Now cannot I let fall a fingle tear. 

KXNQ. 

See ! the good man has caught it too. 

Antigonus. 

Such tea 

And fuch alone, be fhed in Macedonia ! 

King. 
Be not thou, Pcrfem^ jealous of thy brother ; 

Nor thou, Demetrius f prone to give him caufe ; 
Nor either think of empire till Tm dead. 
You need not ; you reign now ; my heart is yours 
Sheath your refentments in your father's peace ; 
Come to my bofom both, and fwear it there. 

[Embracing his ft 
Antigonus. 
Look down, ye gods^ and change me, if you can 
This fight for one more lovely. What fo fwect. 
So beautiful, on earth, and, ah ! fo r&re> 
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As kindred love, and family repofe ! 

[This, thh alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 

I See this, proad Eaflern monarchs ! and look pale f 

lAnuies are rented, realms o'er-run by this. 
King. 
Or if leagu'd worlds fuperior forces bring, 
I'd rather die a Father, than a King. 
Fathers alone, a Father^s heart can know ; 
What fecret tides of ftill enjoyment flow. 
When brothers love ! Bat if their hate fuccecds, 
Jhey wage the war ; but 'tis the Fai/jer bleeds. 

Enii of the First Act. 



ACT II. 

Enter Per s e u s. 

Perseus. 

WH Y loiters my ambaflador to Dymas ? 
His greatnefs will not fare prefume to fcorn 
A friendihip offered from an heir of empire. 
But F tricks returns. 

\Euter Peiides, 
Is Dymai ours? 
Pericles. 
tle> cautious, Sir; he's fubtle ; he's a courtier : 

t^ymas is now for you, now for your brother ; 
E^or both, and neither : He's a fummer-infedl. 
And loves the funfliine : On his gilded wings, 
Vhile the fcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you ; 
La i^nd 
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And iing his flatteries to both alike : 
The fcales once fix'd, he^U fettle on the winner. 
And Twear his pray Vs drew down the viflory— 
Bot what fuccefs had you, Sir, with your brothei 

Perseus. 
AH, all my hopes are at the point of death f 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love : 
He^s ever warbling nonfenfe in her ear,- 
With all th' intoxication of fuccefs. 
Darknefs inclofes me ; nor fee I light 
From any quarter dawn, but from his death. 

Pericles. 
Why dart at bis death, who refolves oo yours? 

Perseus. 
Refolves on mine! 

Pericles. 
Have you not mark'd the prii 
You have : With what a beam of n^ajefty 
Her eye ftrikes facred awef It fpeaks her mind 
Exalted, as it is ? Whom loves flic then ? 
Demetrius? noj i?r?«/s darling; who, no doubt. 
Dares court her with your empire. And (hail Pa 
Survive that lofs ? — Thus he refolves your death. 

Perseus. 
Moft true. What crime then to ftrike firft ? But h 

Or when ? or where ? O Pericles ! aflifl me. 

Pericles. 
Tis dangerous. 

Perseus. 
The fitter then for me. 

Pericles. 
Wait an occafion that befriends your wiflies. 
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Pbrseui. 
fool, and teach a catarad to creep I 
thirft of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 

Pericles. 
e mean time, accept a ilratagem 

muft fecure your empire, or your love. 

brother's Reman friendihips gall no lefs 
king, than you : He dreads their confequeft^e* 
IS hates Rome ; and Dymas has a daughter. 

can the king fo powerfully fix 
trius^ faith, as by his marriage there ? 
^^ymas, thus (Rami's fworn, eternal fat) 
oaes a fpy upon his private life, 
furety for his condudl. 

Persevs. 

True But thus 

art defeats itfelf. My brother gains 
favourite, and fo flrengthens in his treafon. 

Pericles. 
k you, hell wed her ? No ; the princefs' eye 

» no fuch ihorf-liv'd conqueft. He'll refufe, 
thus efFe£i what I have drove in vain : 
he'll refufe j and Dymas, in his wrath, 

lift for us, and vengeance Then the king 

doubtlcfs, much refent his fon's refufal ; 
thus we kindle the whole court againft him. 

Perseus. 
recious friend, I thank thee. I take wing 
rdent hope : I think it cannot fail. 
nake thy court to Dymas with this fcheme : 

ic Erixene ? — 1*11 feed her pride {Looking out. 

more; but not expend my breath in vain. 

L 3 This 
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This meeting (lamps unalterable fate; 
I njuill wed her^ or vengeance. 

[Enter Erixcne and D( 
O Erixenel 

princcfs I colder than your Thracian fnows f 
Si e Perfcus^ who ne'er ftoop'd but to the gods, 
Proftrate before you. Fame and Empire fuc. 
Why have I conquerM ?— Becaufe you are fair. 
"What's Empire?— but a title to adore yoo. 
Why do I number in my lineage high 

Heroes and gods ? — That you, fcarce lefs divine. 

Without a blufh may liilcn to my vows. 

My ancedor fubdu'd the world. 1 dare 

Beyond his pride, and grafp at more, in you. 

Obdurate maid! or turn, or I expire. 

Erixcne. 
If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vain 

SliJjld blame himfelf alone ; and if *tis fate, 

'Tis fate in all : Why then your blame on me ? 

My crown's precarious, thro' the chance of war; 

But fu re my heart's my own. Each villager 

Is queen of her affeflions, and can vent 

Her aibltrary fighs where e'er fhe pleafes. 

Shall then the daughter of a race of kings—— 

Perseus. 
Madam, you jullly blame the chance of war: 

1 he gods have been unkind : I am not fo. 
No! Pcrfeus comes to counter-balance fate; 
Thrace ne'er was conqucr'd — if you fmile on mt .^— 
Silent ! obdurate flill ! as cold as death ! 

But 'tis Demetrius 

El 
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£rixenb. 
Prince, I t^ke your meaning. 
if yoa truly think his worth prevails, 
ftrange is your'requeft ! 

Perseus. 

No, Madam, no; 

Love has hurt my mind, I ftiH can judge 

t fprings the paflions of the Great controul. 

itioa is £rft minider of ilate; 

1*8 bat a fecond in the cabinet ; 

can he feather there his unHedg'd (haft 

From ambition's wing : £ut yoa conceive 

i iangaine hopes, from him whom Rome fupports, 

I me. You view Demtrius on my throne ; 

thence he (hines indeed. His charms from thence 

fpierce yoar foul, enamoured of dominion. 

Erixene. 
^ now you (hew me your profound efleem ( 

trius' guilt alone has charms for me ; 
not the prince, but traitor, wins my love.— 
infults are not brook'd by royal minds, 
c*cr their fortunes ebb ; and tho' I mourn, 
•rphan, and a captive, gods there are- 
then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 

Perseus. 
cruel treatment of my paflion— 

['11 not talk. — This, Madam; only this 

k not the caufe, the curfed caufe of all, 

laugh fecure, and tri^imph in my pangs : 

by the torments of an heart on fire, 
jluts my vengeance^ who defrauds xsiy love ! [Exit^ 
L 4 Erix- 
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Erixine. 
What lAve I done ? In what a whirlwind rage 
Has fnatchM him hence on ill ? I frown on Tgrfim, 
/nd kill Dimetrius, 

Dblia. 
Madam, feel theprince, 

^ Emttr DsAiETRiua. 

Erixenb. 
Ah, prince I the tempeft, which fo long hai loQr'd» 

Js now full ripe, and burfiing o^cr your head. 

This moment Perfius* malice flam'd before me i 

Vi£loriou8 rage broke thro' hii wonted gaard. 

And menaced loud your ruin. Fly I O fly 

This mflant. 

DBMETRltri. 

To what refuge ? 

Erix£nc. 

Rmi extendi 
Her longing arms to clafp you for her own. 

Demetrius. 

Madam, Vis prudent ( I confefs it is: 

Kut IS ic loving as true loTcrs ought^ 

To be {o very prudent in our love ? 

I boaA not fo much wifdom : I prefer 

Death at your feet, before the world without you, 

Erixenb. 
In danger thus extreme 

DEMETRItrS. 

Oh f moft belov'd 
Lov'd you like me, like me would you difccrn. 
That I but execute my brother's purpofe 
By fuch a flight. At that his clamour, rage, 

i 
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menace ahn, to chafe a rival hence, 
keep the field alone. Oh I fliall I leave him 
raze whole days J to learn to read your eye; 
ladyyotir delights ; to chide the wind's 
rude approach ; to bid the ground be fmooth i 
ollowy like your (hadow, where you go;, ^ 

id in your fteps ; perhaps — to touch your hand. 
;ath ! to miniller in little things ; 
n half a glance to prophefy your will, 
do it, ere well form'd in your own mind? 
s I gods ! while worlds divide me from my princcfs* 
t, ftiouTd (he call, Demetrius might grow old, 
he could reach her feet. 

Erixene. 

If Per/eus" lovc 
s 70a, it parns me more. Is yourt heart griev'd ? 
e is tormented : But fince Philips felf 
ve's great advocate, a flat refufal 
blows their rage, and haflens your de(lru£lion. 
.' r not that to fear ! wqtcjou fecure I 
safe my bofom of its full difdain, 

daft) this bold prefumer on his birth. 

fee I the grand proceflion. 

Demetrius. 

We mufl join it. 

rtheKinG, Perseus, Romans, An tigok us, (sf^-. 

King. 
the proceiTion halt ! and here be paid, 

ire yon flaming altar, thanks fo heav'n^ 

t brings us fafe to this aufpicious day ! 

: great Loflration of our martial powers, 

ich^ from its diftant birth to prcfent time^ 

L 5 Unfold* 
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Unfolds the glories of ihu anticnt empire. 
And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 
PosTHUMius. [Pointingi 
What figure's that, O Philip ! which prcccd 

King. 
The founder of our Empire, furious fon 

Of great Alcides. We're ally'd to heaven ; 
And you; I think, call Romulus a god.— 
That, Philips fecond of our name ; and ben 

bend with awe to him, whofe red right-ha 
Hurl'd yroud Darius like a liar from heaven, 
With lefler lights around him, flaming down 
And bid the laurell'd fons of Mactdonia 
Drink their own Ganges, 

Pr.RSEUs. [i^Jide to Demetrius.] 
Give him his helme 
King. [To his fons.'] 
You lead the troops that join in mock encoun 
And in no other may you ever meet f 
But march one way, and drive the world bel 
The viitor, as our anticnt rights decree. 
Mud hold a fcafl, and triumph in the bowl. 
Demetrius. 

1 long, my lord, to fee the charge begin ; 

The brandifh'd faulchion, and the clalhing 1: 
Tho' but in fport ; it is a fport for men. 
Kaw Alexander thus began his fame, 
y\ nd overthrew D/7r/V/i, firil, at home. 
We'll pradlifc o'er the plans of future conqu< 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our p 
And own the. fault in fortune, not in us, 
'i'hat'wc but want a foe to be immortal. 
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lb Perseus. 

m Voo have fupplyM my wants : I thank you, brother. 

f King. {,I^fi^» «»^ coming forwards. Mufic^l 

I Hov vain all ootward effort to fupply 
' The foal with joyf The noontide fun is dark. 
And mufic difcordy when the heart is low : 
Avert its omen ! What a damp hangs on me ! 
Thefe fprightly^ tuneful airs but fkim along 
The furface of my foul, not enter there : 
She does not dance to this inchanting foand. 
How, like a broken inftrnment, beneath 
The fldlful touchy my joylefs heart lies dead I 
Nor anfwers to the mafter*s hand divine ! 

Antxgonus. 
When men once reach their autumn, fickly joys 

Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees* 
At ev^ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Tilly left quite naked of their happinefs. 
In the cfiill blafts 6f winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. Have comfort then : 
Your grief will damp the triumph. 

KiNC. 

It is over. 
Hear too ; the trumpet calls us to the field. 
And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Fair princefs, you and I will go together. 
As Priam and bright He/m did of old^ 
To view the war. Your eyes will make them bolder, 
JVnd raife the price of vidory itfelf. 

[,AUgQ out hut Perfcus, ivho has ohferved Demetrius 

and Erixene ail this time cowverjing, andjiays he* 

hind thoughtful and difiurh^d* 

L 6 PfiR. 
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Pbrievi. 
Before my face flic feedi him with her fmilef : 
'i'he king looki on, nor difapprovei the crime; 
And the boy cakci them u not doe to me. 
Without rcnttorfc at happy at flic'U make him. 
Tcrifii all three I Til feek allief elfewhere i 
Father and brother, nay» amiftrcfitoo, 
J)ejlru£ii6n, rifcf Though thou art black aa nigjki 
'i\\y mother, and as hideous as dtjpmn 
y\\ clafp thee thus, nor think of woman more. 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at hit eyca 
Ter poifon I. O to flab him in her arms I 
And yet do Icfi^ than they have done to m/t* 

Entir PiRICLES. 

PcatcLio, 
Where is my piince? The riation*s on the wing; 

t\o bofom but exults i no hand but bears 

A garland, or a trophy : And ihail Ptrfiui^ ■' ■ 

I'anfrsus. 
Vengeance f 

[Shout f 'Within, 

Hear how with ihouttf they rend the (kieil 

PfcKSeUD. 

Give me my vengeance f 

PiRlCLfti. 

irorry tbooland men. 
In polifli'd armour, fliine agaiafl the fuo. 

PfcaoKus. 
Dare but another word, and oot of vengeance, 

Aad 1 will ufc thee» as I wou'd-^my brother. 

Pitf. 
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Pericles. ^ 

igeance ! on wkom ? 

Pbrsbits. 

Oahim. 
Periclei. 

What vengeance? 
Perseus, 

Blood. 
Pericles. 
yonrs* 

Perseus. 
What god will give it me ? 

Pericles. 

Your own right-hand* 

P£RSEUS« 

re not— for my father. 

Pericles. 

You fhall dare. 

FBR.SEUS. 

i ^lou cbr« g^ve encoMagement to Ferfeus ? 
»ld thy purpofe ; Til outfhoot the mark. 

Pericles. 
re are you going ? 

Pbr»fv8. 

To the mock encounter. 

Perxclxs. 
t more like mock encounter than the true ? 

Perseus. 
igh — He's dead! *T was accident; 'twas error: 

natter what. Ten thoufand (hare the blame. 

Pericles. 
t. Sir ! I had forgot : On this occafion, 

troops are fearch'd \ and foils alone are worh^ 
ad of fwordi. 

Per- 
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PtRltVS. 

>^Q oficr were enougli. 
Who ptint my heart, pUnti thunder in my hand. 

PfiRICLtS. 

Bot (hould thb fail— 

PiRSEUS. 

Impoifiblef 

PfiRiCLES. 

Bat, Ihould it. 
The banquet follows* 

PBRsttrs. 

Poifon in his wine. 
I thank the gods t my fpirits are revived I 
I draw immortal vigour from that bowl I 

PfeRICLEs'. 

Nay, fhould both fail, the field and banquet too. 
All fails not ; fairer hopes to fair fucceed : 
For know, my lord, the king received with joy 
The marriage fcheme, and fent for Djmai daughter. 

Perseus; 
Then thcrc^s a fecond bowl of poifon for him. 

Pericles. 
Yet more: This evening thofe amba/Tadors, 

Which FJl^i/ip fent to Romet beneath the name 
Of public bufinefs, but, in truth, to learn 
Your brother*s conduct, are expcfled home. 

Persevs. 
Thofo whom I fwore, before they parted hence. 

In dreadful facraments of wine and blood. 

To bring back fuch reports, as fhou'd dcftroy him:-** 

And wliat if, to complete our fecret plan, 

We feign a letter to his friend the conful. 

To ilriengthcn our ambafladors rejort ? 

Per 
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Pericles. 
Tliatcare» ny lord, be mine: I know aknare^ 
Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 
Old J^/«//W hand and feal, by former letters 
Sent to the king; which you can gain with eafe»' 

Perseus. 
Obferve — This morning, at their interview. 
The RomoMs, in effcd, informed the king, 
That Thrace was theirs, and ordered him reflore 
The princefs. This will give much air of truths 
If our forg'd letters fay the Romans crown 
Demitrius king of T brace , and promife more 

Pericles. 
My lord, it fhall be done. 

Perseus. 

All cannot fail. [Trumfets* 
Pericles. 
The trumpets found ; the troops are mounted. 
Perseus. 

Vengeance f 
Sweet vengeance calls : Nor ever call'd a god 
Such fwift obedience : Like the rapid wheel, 
I kindle in the courfe ; Tm there already ; 
Snatch the bright weapon ; bound into my feat; 
Strike ; triumph ; fee him gafping on the ground. 
And life, love, empire, fpringing from his wound. 
When godlike ends, by means unjuH, fucceed, 
The great refult adorns the daring deed. 
Virtue^s a ihackle, under fair difguife, 
To fetter fools, while we bear off the prize. lExeunt. 

End 0/ fbi Se coviD A c T» 

ACT 
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ACT III. 

EnOr P 1 R f I V 9« 

Prriiui. 

COWARDS in ill, like coward« in the 6clJr 
Arc fuic to be defeated. I'o Arike home, 
In both, U prudence: Guilt, begun, mull fly 
To guilt confummate, to be fafc. 

Enitr PiRicLii. 

Pkriclcs, 

My lord 

Pentius, 
DiHurb not my dcvotiom ; they decline 
'i'hc beaten track, the common path of pray'r— 
Ye pow'ri of darkncfd f tliat njoice in ill ; 
All (worn by Styx, with pcflilcntial blaili 
To wither every virtue in the bud ; 
To keep the door of dark confjiiracj'. 
And fnulf' the grateful fumci of human blood ! 
i'rom fulphur blue^ or your red bed*} of fire, 
Or your black ebon thrones, aufpicioui rife } 
And, burlling thro* the barriers of ihi^i workl, 
Stand in dread contraft to the golden inn ; 
i' right daylight hence with your infernal fmilei« 
And howl aloud your formidable joy. 
While I tranfport you with the fair record 
Of what your faithful miniiler lia* done. 

Beyond 
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mi your in(pkation, felf-impeird, 
)p[tzi yo^t emptrcy wad fecnre hirown. ' 

r, tnd applabdL-*- — Now, Ptriciu f proceed : 
k; » the fetter forgM? 

Pericles. 
This moment; and might cheat 

cunning eye of jealoufy itfelf. 

Perseus. 
well : Art thou apprised of what hadi pall 
e laft we parted ? 

Pericles. 
No, my lord. 

Perseus. 

Then roufe 

whole attention : Here we are in private : 
w then^ my PmcUi, the mock encounter 
n'd» as taught by thee^ to real rage. 
)laAtd be the cowards which I led I 
.f tremblfdataboy. 

PB«XCLIt« 

Hal 

Fbrsbus. 

Mark me well : 

villains fled ; but foon my prudence turnM 

pod account that momentary fhame. 

5 1 pretend *twas volunury flight 

ive a brother's blood ; accufing him 

uthor of that conflict I declined, 

he purfu'd with ardour and fuccefs. 

Pericles. 
•s artful. Whatenfu'd? 

Perseus. 

The ban(jaet folIow*d> 
Held 
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Held by the vi£lor, as our rites require : 

To which his eafy nature. Toon appeasM^ 

Invited me. I went not ; but font fpxes 

To learn what pafs'd : which fpies, by chance dete£ied> 

(Obferve me) were ill us'd. 

Pericles. 

By whom ? your brother ? 

Perseus. 
Ko ; by his font of riot. He foon after, 

Not knowing that my fervants were abus'd. 

Kind, and gay hearted, came to vifit me. 

They, who mifus'd my (piet^ for fclf-defencCy 

Concealed their arms beneath the robes of peace. 

Of this informed, again my genius ferv'd me> ■ 

Pericles. 
You took occafion> from thefe few in arms^ 

7'o charge a murderous aiiault on all. 

Feksevs. 

True, Pericles : But mark my whole addrefs i 

Againft n\y brother fwift I bar my gates ; 

Fly to my father ; and> with artful tears, 

Accufe Demetrius ; Jirft^ of turning fports^ 

And guiltlets exercife, to mortal rage ; 

7hen, of inviting me (ftill blacker guilt!) 

To fmiling death in an invenomM bowl ; 

And, laji, that, both thefe failing, mad with rage> 

He threw his fchemes of bafHed art aiide. 

And with arm*d men avow'dly fought my life. 

Pericles. 
Three ilartling articles, and well concerted, 

Pollowing each other in an eafy train. 

With fair fimilitude of truth! But, Sir» 

Saw bore your father \ Pfit- 



ATRAGEDV. 235 

PER8BV8. 

Oh I he (hook I he fell! 
Nor was his fleeting foal recalPd with. eafe. 

Pericles. 
What faid he, when recover^ ? 

Perseus. 

IIis rcfolve 

I l^now not yet j but, fee, his minion comes j 

And comes perhaps to tell me — But Til go j 

Suftain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. 

Nought fo like innocence, as perfe£l guilt. 

If he brings aught of moment, you'll inform me. 

[Jj Perfeus gtei «^, hi is JcitCdby oj/icns. 

Enttr Dymas. 

PiiRICLSS. 

How fares the king \ 

Dymas. 

Bv'n as an aged oak 

Poiht to and fro, the labour of the ilorm } 
Whofe Urged branches are (Iruck off by thunder } 
Yet ftill he lives, and on the mountain groans ; 
Strong in afHiflion, awful from his wounds^ 
And more rever*d in ruin, than in glory. 

PiRICLES. 

I hear prince Perfeus has accused his brother, 

Dymas. 
True ; and the king*s commands are now gone forth 
To throw them both in chains; for farther thought 
Makes Philip doubt the truth of Per/mi charge. 

Pericles. 
What then is liis dcfign \ 

Dymas. 

They both this hour 
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Maft plead their caufc before him : Nay, already. 

His nobles, jodges, counfellors, are met ; 

And public juftice wears her (lerneft form : 

A more momentous trial ne'er was known ; 

Whether the pleaders you furvey as brothers. 

Or princes known in arts, or famM for arms 1 

Whether you ponder, in their awful judge. 

The tender parent, or the mighty king. 

Griecif Jthens hears the caufe : The great refult 

Is life, or death ; is Infamy, or fame. {Trumptth 

Pericles. 
What trumpets tliife ? 

Dtmas. 

They fammon to the court. 

[Exiutit, 
SCENE i/tawj, tbi Court, King, fifr. 
Entir Dymas, and takes his placi bjf thflLv^* 

KlMO. 

Biing forth the prifoners. 

Sirange trial this I Here fit I to debate, 

Which vital limb to lop, nor that to fave^ 

£ut render wretched life more wretched ililh 

What fee I, but heav'n's vengeance, in my fons ? 

Their guilt a fcourge for mine : Tis thus heav*n writei 

Its awful meaning, plain in human deeds, - 

And language leaves to man. 

Enter Perseus and Demetrius in chains ^ from differ^* 
ent fides of the Jf age-, Fcrfeas foi/ow'd hy ?cxic\es, and 
Demetrius hj Antigonus. 

DVMAS. 

Dread Sir, your fons* 
KiDo. 
I have no fons ; and that I ever had, h 
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hnow my heavieft curfe : And yet what care, 

What pains, I took to curb their riiing rage I 

How often hare I rang'd thro' hiflory 

To find examples for their private ufe ? 

TJie l^heboM brothers did I fet befoi;e them<— «« 

What blood ! what defolation ! but in vain I 

For thee, Dettntrius, did I go to Rome^ 

And bring thee patterns thence of brothers love j 

The ^intii, and the SctpiVs : but in vain ! 

[f Vm a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

[M'm a father, whereas your duty to me? 

[f old, yonr veneration due to years ? 

3ut I have wept, and you have fworn, in vain f 

[ had yoar ear, and enmity your heart. 

^ow was this morning's counfel thrown away ? 

^ow happy is your mother in the grave J 

)hc:, when (he bore you, fufFer'd lefs : Her pang«, 

ier pungent pangs, throb thro' the father's heart. 

Demetrius. 
foa can't condemn me. Sir, to work than this. 

Kino. 
Than what, thou young deceiver ? While I live^ 
^ou both with impious wifhes grafp my fceptre : 
Nothing 16 facred, nothing dear, but Empire ; 
brother, nor father, can you bear ; fierce luft 
)f Empire burns, extinguifti'd all befidc. 
Vhy pant you for it ? To give others awe ? 
te therefore aw'd yoarfelves, and tremble U k, 
labile in a father's hand. 

Dymas. 

My lord, your warmth 

}€rer8 the bofinefi. 

Kino, 




ajS THE BROTHERS. 

KlNO. 

Am I then too warm ? 
They that (hould iheltcr me from tv'ty blaft. 
To be thcmfclves the (lorm ! O I how Rome triumphs I 
Oh ! how they bring this hoary head to (hame ! 
Conqucll and fame, the labour of my life. 
Now turn againfl me ; and call in the world 
To gaze at what <was Philips but who now 
Wants ev*n the wretch's privilege — a Wifli. 
What can I wi(h ? Demetrius may be guiltlefs. 
What then is Perfeus f Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them ; but I'm condemned already ; 
For both are mine; and one — is foul as hell. 
Should thefe two hands wage war, (thefe hands lefs dear!) 
What boots it which prevails ? In both I bleed. 
But I have done. Speak, Perfeus^ and at large; 

You'll have no fccond hearing. Thou forbear. 

^0 Demetrius. 
Perseus. 

Speak !-r-'Twas with utmoft fbuggle I forbore. 

Thefe chains were fcarce defign'd to reach my tongue : 

Their trefpafs is fufficient, flopping here. 

[S/jfwif/g bis arm* 

Thefe chains ! for what ? Are chains for innocence ? 

Not fo ; for, fee, Demetrius wears them too. 

Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws ; 

Nor learn from him defiance of their frown ; 

Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 

Blood-thirfty ftabbcrs, and their dcflin'd prey ; 

Perfeus^ and He — I will not call him brother: 

[ Pointing at Demctrios. 

He wants not that enhancement of his guilt. 

KlMO. 
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lofer to tike poize ; ami izy before os 

:c was ht cool iron: thai cnabracr this morajng, 
ck yon i£J:>is*d, and i icccrely gsvc; 
thoagkt he pLuuid my gc£.iii wiiLIn my arms ; 
n holding vik, osihs, Losozr, ccrr, love^ 
Br^d oar fncoSly ipora to martial rage. 
^Ar, wky not yk/> war ? Em xi>df has daoger. 
n hoftik confiid, as horn brothers play, 
slufh^d pot to inFite me to his banquet. 
:nt not; and in that was I to blame ? 
ik yoa, there nothing had been found bat peace, 
n whence foon after Tally M armed men f 
nk yon, I nothing had to fear from fwords, 
m from their /vils I icarce efcap'd with life } 

>oifon might his valour fuit as weJl : 

s pafs'd, as fuits his wifdom> MaciJonians f 
y volts o'er elder brothers to a throne> 
b an armM rout he came to vifit me. 
I refafe to go, a bidden gueft? 
I Ihould I welcome him, a threatening foe ? 
anting my refufal ; boiling for revenge I 

Demetrius. 
fal&. 

AWTIGONUS. 

Forbear— The king ! 

. ' Perseus. 

Had I received them, 

1 now had mourned my death, not hoard my caofc— 
€S He deay he brought an armed throng f 

Call 
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Call thofe I name ; who dare this deed, dare all ; 

Yet will not dare deny, thac thit u true. 

My death alone can yield a Aronger proof; 

Will no lefs proof than tSat conienC a Miec? , ^,- 

Pericles. 
Per/eujt you fee, has art, as well as fire; . t ^ ^ 

Nor have the wars worn j^ihtns from his tongue. 

Perseus. 
Let hitn, who fceks to bathe in brother*s blood, 
Not find well pleas'd the fountain whence it flowed: 
Let him, who fliudders at a brother's knife. 
Find refuge in the bofora of a father : 
For.where elfe can I fly ? whom elfe implore ? 
I have no Romans , with their eagks wings, 
To Ihclter me j Demetrius borrows thofe. 
To mount full rebel-high : I have their hatred ; 
And, thanks to heav'n f elefir^e it : Good Demetriui 
Can fee your towns and kingdoms (orn away 
By thefe pr9te£iors ; and ne'er lofe his temper. 
My weaknefs ! I confefs, it makes me rave ; 
It makes me weep — and my tears rarely flow* 

Pericles. 
Was ever dronger proof of filial love ? 

Perseus. ^ 

Vain are Rome*i hopes, while you and I furvive : 
But fbould the fword take mc, and age my father, 
^Ifcav'n grant they lewve him to the flroke of age I) 
The kingdom, and the king, are bpth their own ; 
A duteous loyal king, a fceptrcd flavc, 
A willing Macedonian flave to Ryme. 

King. 
Firit let an earthquake fwallow Macedonim. 

Per. 




TRAGEDY. 441 



luch news, would Hatmibal rejoice ? 
iht great (hade oi Aiexandir fmile ? 
thought qtile choaks me up : I can no more, 

King. 
«df 

Persbus. 
No, Sir— —Why have I fpoke at all ? 
s needlefs : Philip juftifies my ch^gei 
Ts the iingle witnefs which I call« 
rove Dtmetrius gwilty. 

KiNC. 

What doll mean ? 
Perseus. 
: mean I, Sir ! w-hat mean I !— To run mad; 
/ho, unihakea both in heart and brain, 
recoUea it t 

King. 

What? 

pERSEtJrs. 

This moming*8 infult. 

morning they proclaimed him Pbiiip^ king : 
morning they forgave you for his fake, 
rdon, pardon1«— — I could ftrike him dead. 

Kino. 
temper. 

PtRSEUS. 

Not m^re trutii ; that cannot be ! 
that it cannot, one proof can't efcape you ; 
rhat but truth could make me. Sir, fo bold \ 
puU forth all her iftlrength to crown her minion/ 
frius" rices, thriving of themfelves, 
fblfem Aatf ries dung to ranker growth. 
)L. It M OttnttTm 
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Diffirtrius is ihc burden of her fonj^ ; 
)«,ach rivcTt hill, and doJc, has 'learnt hii name) 
While elder Prr/tut in a whifper dies. 
Piwetriiu treats ; Ihrnttrhs gWe9 Ub ^txcti • > 
Ih'vutiius is our god> arid tiw/i/ be ro.«»«»-^ - ' 
My ii^,ht is iliort : hook.on him you (hac can : ' 
What fagc experience fici upon hia brow» 
What awefal mirks of wifdooii who vouchfafei 
To patronize a leather, and a King ? 
Such patronage is treafon. 

KiNO. 

Treafon ( Death? 
Persrus. 

Nor let the ties of blood bind up the liands 
Of juAicc ; Nature's lies arc broke nlrcad/ : 
For, who contend before you ? — Your two Cons ?— 
No ; read aright; 'tis MticeJon, and Rome. 
A wtll mafkM for( igncr, and your — oMly fon, 
Ciuaid of your life, and— exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon : What fo fit 
As darkncfsy chains, and death, for i'uch a traitor 

Kino. 
Speak, Pefnitrius. 

Antigonus. 
My lord, lie cannot fpcak ; accept his tears— 

Inilcad of words. 

P9RSE17S. 

Ilib tears arc falfc as they,— — 
Now, wiih fine phrafo, and foppery of tongue, 
More graceful action, and a fmoother tone. 
That orator of fable, and fair face, 
Will ileal on your brib'd hearts, and| as you liltefl 
lain truth, and I, plain Pcrfcus, arc forgot. 
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Demetrius. 
My Father ! King ! and Judge ! tbrioe zweful power ! 
Your Son, your Subjedl, and your Prifoner, hear ; 
Thrice homble ilate ! If I have grace of fpeech, 
(Which gives, it feemr, offence) be that no crime 
Which oft has fervid my coDntry, and my king : 
Nor in my brother let it pafs for virtue. 
That, as he is, ungracious he would feem : 
For, oh ! he want^not art, though grace may fail him. 
The wonted aids of thofe that are accused. 
Has my accufer feiz*d. He Ihed falfe tears, 
That my true forroWs might fafpcded fio;v : 
He feeks my life, zmd calls me Murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can >5«^ find on earth, 
That / may want it in a father's arms ; 
' Thofe armsj to which e'en ftrangers fly for fafcty. 

King. 
Speak to your charge. 

Demetrius. 

He charges mc with treafon : 

If Tm a traitor, if I league with Rome, 
Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treafon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 
I fought his life ? Dares Ferfeus hold, fo much. 
His father^s welfare cheaper than his own ? 
Lefs caufe have I, a brother, to complain. 
He fays, I wade for empire through his blood : 
He fays, I place my confidence in RQ7ne : 
Why ro^ifflder hini, if Rome will crown my brow ? 
Will then a fccptre, dipt in brother's blood, 
Qonciliate lov^i and make my reign fecure ? 

M 2 Falfc 
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Falfe are both chirges i «ad he pcorei ihea falfe. 
By plAciog themtogethefv 

Antioomvi. V , " 

Thac*9 well argM. 

DkMtTRlUS. 

Mark, Sir, hom Pir/ciu, unawares, abfolvesine 
From guilt in all, by loading all with guile 
Did I defign him poifon at my fcaft ? 
Why then did I provoke him in the field ? 
That, as he did^ he might refofe to come ? 
When angry he refused, I ihould have (boih*d 
His rous'd refentment, and deferred the blow ; 
Not dellin*d him that moment to my fword. 
Which I before inftruAed him to ftiun. 
Through fear of death, did he decline my banquet f 
Could I expcA admittance then at his ? 
Thefe numerous pleas ac variance, overthrow 
Each other, and are advocates for me.. 

Perseus. 
No, Sir I Pofthumius is his advocate. 

Kino. 
Art thou afraid that I fliould hear him oat ? 

Demetrius. 
Quit then this piAure, <his will painted fear. 
And come to that,, which touches him Indeed. 
%hy IS I>mifrius not defpis'd of all. 
His fecond in endowments, as in birth ? ' 
How dare I draw the thoughts of Matalon ? ' 
How dare I gain efteem with foreign powers ? 
Efteem, when gain*d, how dare I to preferve ? ' 
Thefe are his fecret thoughts ; thefe born within >"„^. 
'IliefiB fting op dccofationi in his ibul i 

Tun 
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Torn iaendly'Tifits to fodi fraud » an^ murder; 
And poor in poifon to the boifi of love; < 

iJirii is Treafin in a younger brother. 

-'•-• King. 

Bat dear your conduft with regard to Romt. 

DlMBTRIirS.'^ ^"^' 

Alas \ dread Sir, I grieve to find fet down» 

Among my crimes^ what ought to be my prai(e« 

That I went hol^age, or amba^ador. 

Was Pbilif^ high command, not my requeft : 

Indeed, when there, in- both thofe characlerSj, 

I bore in mind to whom I ovve my birth r^ ' 

Romes favour followed. If it is a crime 

To be regarded, fpare a crime you causM ; 

CansM by your orders, and examples too. 

True, I'm Romes friend, while Rome is ydUr ally i • 

When not, this hoflage, this ambaflador. 

So dear. Hands forth the fierceft of her foes ; ■ 

At your command, flies fwift on wings of fire^ 

The native thunder of a father *s arm. 

Antigonus. 
There fpoke, at once, the Hero, and the Son. 

Dbmetrius. 
To clofe— To ihee, I grant, fome thanks are due; 

iSpenkingfftxk^. 
Not for thy kindnefs, bat malignity : 
Thy charaAer*8 my friend, though thou my fbt ; 
For, fay, whofe temper promifes moil guilt ? 
Pirfeus, importunate, demands my death : 
I do not afic for his : Ah I no ; I feel 
Too powerful nature pleading for him hen: 
But* were there no fraternal tie to bind mc« 

M % A'foA 
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A fon of ?i&/7/^ mail be. dear to ixh. 

If you, my father, had been angry with me, 

i^n elder brother, a lefs aweful parent, 

He (liould aflvvage you, he ihould intercede. 

Soften my failings, and indulge my youth : . 

But my afylum drops its charaftcr ; 

I find not there my refcue, but my ruin. 

Perseus. 
His bold aflurance— 

King. 

Do not interrupt liiqn ;• 
But let thy brother finiih his defence. 

DeM£TRIU€. 

O Per/eus ! how I tremble as I fpeak ! 

Where is a brother's voice ; a brodier's eye ? 

Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 

Where is our aweful father's dread command ? 

Where a dear, dying mothcr'i laft rcqaeft ? 

Forgot, fcorn*d, hated, trodden under foot ! 
Thy heart, how dead to evVy call of nature! 
Ur.fon'd! nnbrother'd ! nay, unhumaniz'df 
Far from afFcdion, as thou'rt near in blood \ 
0\i ! V erf us, Pcrfvus ! — But my heart's too full. 

[^Fails §n Antigono 

KiKG. 

Support him. 

Perseus. 
Vengeance overtake his crimes. 
King. 
No more ! 

Antigonus. 
See, from his hoary b.ow, he wipes the de^ 

Which agony wrings from him. 
■^ Kin 



j,^^. Ohj my/riend, 
:fc boys at flrife, like -51W«.ftruggling flames, . 
ivulfions caufe, and make a mountain {hake ; 
ke Phihy^ firaiDefs, . and conYuIfchis heart; 
d, with a fiery flood of civil war, 
reaten to deluge my divided land. 
I heard them both ; by neither am convinc'd ; 
d yet Demetnus words went through my heart.™ 
louble crime, Demetrius, is your charge ; 
idnefs for Ro^ty and -hatred to your brother, 
you can clear your iflnbccnce in one, 
jvill give U3 caufe to think you wrong'd in toih, 

Demltrius, 
)W (hftll I clear it, Sir ? 

Kino. 

This honcft man 
ttefts the Romofti ; If you wed his daughter, 
me^8 foe becomes the guardian of your faith. 

Demetrius. 
told you. Sir, when I returned from Rome^-^^ 

King. 
ow !— Dolt thou want an abfolute command ? 

29^^^er^ Father, Country, all exa£l it. 

Antic ON us. [^j^Jide to Demetrius.] 
;e yonder guards at hand, if you refufe. 
ay, more ; a father, fo diflrefs'd, demands 
fon's comf aflion, to becalm his heart. 
1 f Sir, comply. 

Demetrius. [i//^^<? /^^Antigonus.]' ' '' 

,^ , There! there! indeed, you.tottchrae! 

fides, if Fm confin'd, and Per/eus free, 
*. : .M 4 I never. 
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I never, never, fliall behold Atr inore..*-«p-i 
'Pardon^ ye gods I an artifice forcUi on no. 
Dread -Sir, your Ton compile!.- .: [T^iht'kinif 

Dtmas. 
' 1 ■" Aftoniihment ! 

-- ft'" .-L ■ King. ■ '■•' ^*^- '■ '"*"■?- 

Strike off kit chains. Na/, Fir/eus too is free t 
Theyr wear no bonds, but thofe of dvaty, no«^. 
Dymoj, go thank the prince:. He weds your dangkter j 
And higheft honours pay your high deiert. • ■ -y*^ 
[Exiunt mil ^v/.Dymas and Demetriui* 

DvMAi. 

O, Sir, without prefumption, nay I dart 

To lift my raTifliM thought ?— ■ ' \ 
Demetrius. 

Inwbatrvedonc)!^ 

I paid a duty to my father's will : :i..* .jA 

And fet you an example, where 'tis duen . • ^ • • '•• 

Of not with- holding yours. .*• "!-J 

Dymas. -"'•'*' 

My duty, Sir, . v. ;lvl 

To you, can never fail, ,. ,^\[ 

Dkmktrius. .,j . ., .vv: .^i' 

Then, Dymas, I requeft tnee. 

Go feek the king, and fave me from a marrifige ] j, ;>v 
My brother has contrived, in artful malice. 
To make me lofe my Father, or my Love. 
Go, charge the jull refufal on thyfelf. -^ 

Dymas. ..A 

What Philip authorizes me to wifli, ,» 

You, Sir, may difappoint : But, to take on roe \ /. 

The load of the refufal 

DfiMBTRIVS. 

Is no moro Tka» 
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Than Djmas owes his honour, if he'd ihun 
The natural furmife, that he >oncarr'd 
^bffCurJDg this foul treafon. 

Dymas« 

Sir, the king 

Knows what be does; and, iflie feeks my gloiy »^' 
j Db-m&trxus. ^ ■■*• • ' ■*'■''» 

I Inadegree^ dedraflive of his own, -^i . 

^ *Tis: yours to difappoint him, or renounce ' >.v * \ 
Your duty to your king. i '; i a 

^. •', '' Dymas. 

Youll better tell— — r- 

DSMETRIUS. '"' 

Yes, better tell the king, he wounds his honour^ . 
By lifting up a j^inion from the du(t. 
And mating him with princes. Ufe your power 
Againft yourfelf : Yes, ufe it, like a man. 
In ferving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 
Indulgence, judice, and abfolve your mailer. 
Though kings delight in raifing what they love^ , 
Left owe they to themfelves, than to the throne & 
Nor muft they proftitute its majefty, 
T4».Avell a fubjeft's pride, howe'er deferving. - 

DVmas. 
What the kin? grants mt-~ 

Dembtrii^s. 

. . Talk not of a grant : : 

What a king oug^t not, that he cannot give $ 

And what is more than meet^ froAi princes bounty^ 

Is plunder, not a grant. Thinli yb'u, hii honour ■ 

A perquiiite belonging to your place, ' ■"' '- 

A^ fsLVO\uixe f^ramount ? Preferve the kirig - *'^'^ * 

. - M.C.. From I 
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From doing wron^ (hough wrong is done for j^cui 

And fhew, 'tis not in favour to corrupt ttlcc. 

Dymas. 
I fought not, Sir, this honour. 

Demetrius. 

But would take it. 
True majefty's the very foul of kings; 
And redlitudc's the foul of majeily : 
If mining minions fap that rediitude. 
The king may live, but ma)efty e^pUei^J ' "jJ^ 'jhr ! 
And he that leflcns majeily," impairt ■ '''itl z r.'\ 
That jufl obedience public good requires ; r-;,;- or- : 
Doubly a traitor^ to the Crown^ and State* 

Dymas. 
Muft I refufe what P/vV/^'s pleas'd to give ? 

Demetrius. 
Can a king give thee more than is his Oivn F 
Know, a king's dignity is fuh/ic wealth ; 
On that fobfills the nation's fame, and power. 
Shall fawning fycophants, to plump th^mfelves, 
Eat ap their m after, and dethrone his glory ? 
Wiiat are fuch wretches? What, but vapours foul, 
From fens and bogs, by royal beams exhal'd, 
T/jaf radiance intercepting, which Ihpuld chear 
The land at large ? Hence fubjeds hearts grow cold. 
And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : 
Bat, then 'tis flipp'ry ftanding for the minion: 
Siains on his crmin, to their royal maftcr 
Such mifcreants are ; not jewels in his crown^ 
l\ you perfill, Sir — But, of words, no more ! 
'i'o me, to threj^t, is harder than to do ! 

Dymas. 
Let me embrace this genuine fon of Empire. Wh 



When the debates divide the doubtFul land, ' ' 

Should 'I notfenoW'tHe pTfnctf tf^ &Wi/i\Mf>'' •^"'" 
IVc try'd yoi'; as'^an eagle 'triiVid^V^flnf, ' "=^'^' ''" 
And find, your dauntlefs .^yq^jS;fix'd onglorjr. 
I'll to the king, and your comm^ds obey.— - 
"We MtrfU'giri-yonng men opiates in a (ever. \^Afide. 
Yes, boy, I will oljey <hec," to thy ruin. ■ : ^ 
Erixene (hall ftrike thee dead for this. {Exit Pym^. 

DfMFTRins. 

Thefc Statefmen, nothing woo, but Gold and Power. ., 

I'mr a bold advocate fur other love ; 

Though, at tb^ir bar, indifted for a fool. 

When reafon, like the ikilful charioteer. 

Can break the fiery paffions to the bit, 

And, rpite of their licentious fallies, keep 

The radiant track of glory ; paflions, then, 

Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reafoi. 

Firm in her feat, and fwift in her career,- 

Enjoys their violence, and, fmiling, thanks 

Thijir formidable flame, for high renown. 

Take then my foul, fair maid ! *tis wholly thine i 

And thence I feci an cncr^ry divine. 

When obij'c£ls, worthy praifc, our hearts approve. 

Each virtue grows on confecratcd love : 

And, furc, fofc paffion claims to be forgiv'r. 

When love of bsaury is the love of h«iv*n. 
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ACT IV. 
Enter E r i x e n s and I>k 1 1 aV 
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Erixene. 
''nr^IS plain! 'tis'plain! this marriage gains her father': 
A He join'd to Rome the crown. Thy words were tme: 
He wooes the diadem ; that diadem which I 
Defpis'd for him, O, how unlike our loves I 
But it is well ; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas daughter ! What a fall is there ? 
Not the world's empire could repair his glory. 

Delia. 
Madam, you can't be movM too much !-— Bat why 

More now than at the firH ? . 

Erixenb. 

Atfirft I doubted: 
For who, that lov'd like me, could have believed ^ 
I dilbeliev'd what Pericles reported ; .fe? • , i 

And thought it Ferfeui art to wound onr loves. 
But when the good Antigwus^ fworn friend 
To falfe Demetrius, when his word confirmed it» 
Then pafllon took me, as the northern blaft 
An autumn leaf. O gods I the dreadful whirU 'j<:.iv 
Bnt, while I fpeak, he's with her: Laughs aai^plsjyjr 
Mingles his dalliance w^th infulting mirth j ism > .• n 
To this new goddefs offers upt my tears ; ^ J \^ . - - . 
Yes^ with n^ fhame And torture, wooei her love. 

I fee. 
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'Delia. 
Madam, (hefe tranrports give him caufe to triumphi' 

;; EA'pcEN© A 
I YCiift fliji grief to thee ; he ne'er (hall know it. 
If I can!^ con^^ Vi\ conosal my paffioa ;' ^ 
And iUAe ail its pangs beneath difdain. ^ 

Delia. 
XbQ-greateft mind^ are moft relenting too : I 

K then Demtrius fhould repent his crime— —« 

Erixene. 
If fltll my paflion burns, it fhall burn inward; 

On the fierce rack in £lence III expire. 

Before one figh efcape mc He repent f 

What wild extravagance of thought is thine ? ^ 

But did he ? Who repents, has once been falfe : 
In love, repentance but declares our guilt; 
And injured honour — (hall exa£l its due. 
In vain his love, nay, mintt ihould groan in vain ! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance, reigns ! 
Oar firft.love murdered, is the (harped pang 
A human heart can feel. 

Delia. 

Th« king approaches 

Entn tbi KinGa ^'c* 

KlKG. 

Mfidam, at length we fee the dawn of peace^ 
And hope an end of our domeftic jars. 
The jealoiui Perfius can no longer fetr 
Djmitriut is a Roman ; fmcc this day 
Makes him Che. foniofZ>;m/, JtiMiVworfl fee. 

Eaizsiii, 
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.>vy\ :')'"'EicrarE.»i;. /.-: j ■ ,. . 

Alreadyi Sir, Tvc heard, and l^cwl !f^ jth jojr,. , . , 
Th' important news. , ^ . ^ 

jf;, ,. . Ta.m^jk.e our bl.ifs run o'er,, 
You, Madam, will complete wb At heay'n^^iiji;'. J 
And fave the love-fickPf;;/^^/ from defpair : 
That marriage would leave Rome wfjltKhat pi^etence. . 
To touch our conqueft ; and for.pver ^jqin 
To thefe dominions long-difptM^d'T^/vr/fi ; ■ 

Enter J>-^Ukf^"' • ■■■^ ^■^^•r•.., 

BRrXENl. 

Though Thrace by conqueft Hoops to Macedon^ . 
I know my rank, and would preferve its due. 
With meditated coldnefs have I heard' 
Prince Perfeus' vows ; unwilling to confeat, . 
Before reftof d to my forefathers throne. 
Left that conrent (hould merit little thanks, 
As flowing Icfs from choice than your command J 
But.fmce the Roman pride will find account 
In my perilling ftill ; apd Philip fuffer ; 
I quit the lofty thought on which I ftood. 
And yield to your requeft. 

King. 

indulgent gods I 
Bleft*moment I How will this with tranfport ill . 
The doubtful Perftusy after years of pain ? 

Dymas. 
My lord, I've heard what paft, and give you joy 
OiPerfeui nuptials, which your ftate requires; 
But for Demetrius* — think of thofe no more. 
Far from accepting fuch a load of glory, 

I Uring 



I brkig, I bring, my lord, thw forfeit head 
Dttc to my bold tcfufal. . . . t* ; ; . r • 

King. 
Dares the boy 

Fall from his promife ; and impofe on thee 
P'^rf V difcrbedience to my royal plcafurc? ■ ' ■ 

Dymas. 
No, my mol ho^eiiir'd lord, there, there's my crime : 
Fond of the maid, i^th ardour he prefs'd on : . 
But ihould I d'ak*^' pollute kh blood with mine ? 
But you, Sir, authorize it-H-Hill more bafe. 
To wrong a matter fo profufely kind. 

KiWG. 

That man is noble on whom Philip (mile?. 

Come, come, there's fomeihing more in this— explain. 

Dymas. 

Why am I forc'd on this ungrateful office ? 
Yet can't I tell you more than fame has told ; 
Which fays "Demetrius is in league with Rome, 
Why weds ambition then an humble maid,^ 
But to gain me to treafon ? What then follows ? 
They'll fay the fubtile flatefman plann'd this marriage,^^ 
To rajfe his blood into his mailer's throne. 
No, Sir, prefer ye my faipe 5 let life.fufiice. 

Enter Pericles. 

Sir, your ambafladors arriv'd from Rame'^-'^m 

\Frefints a letter. 
KlN<?. 

Ha ! I muft.read it'^-thi^ will t^U me more. 

\^After reading itl 
O 



O princefs ! now mr only cemArt flewi 

From your indnlgHioe Co my bctta^ fen. 

This dreadlal iMWf prscipitatef toy WHh. " 

To keep rtptcioos Rom^ {TOffiSfiwg.Thracef 

Y^ott ctimot wed too (bon : My fair^tlly t 

Wliat if you blofii me^ and iny^ TonV to-morrow T ^ 

Erizcne. 
SiBce yoo reqocft^ and your'itffairs demand ic^ 
Without a Uofli— I think I may comply* 
.1 ^ King. 

daughter ! bat no more-— The godi will tbtak jrftnf. . 

1 go to ble& my ?irf$us with the newi# 

Dymas. 
Thus the boy*i dead in Empire* and in Love* 

[E^r/iM/'Eing, Dymat, 6i?r« 
Erixenb. 
I triumph ! Pm revenged ! I reign ( I reign t 

Nor thank Demetrius trea(on for a crown. 
Love is our own caufe, honour is the gods* 
I can be glorious without happinefs ; 
But without glory never can be bleft.— — 

Del'a* 
;Tis well ; bqt c^n you wed the man yon fcorn ?: j. ; /.^. 
Eri^ens. \\f^ 

Wed any thing, for vengeance on. the peijur'd. 

ril now infult him from an higher fphere : 
This unexpedled turn may gall his pride. 
Whatever has pang^ forihim, has charms for me^ 

■Delia. , • -•*■ 

A rooted love is fcarce fo foon removed. . v ^ *-Vi 

Erjxene. , j,^ 

If not> the greater virtue to controul it ; ' . 

And itrike at his heart, though *tis through xoy oVim. 



I canH bat praife tbin VJ^mpKi ytt£iikpA>\ , -.Z 
The combat ftill. )Aj&diec»,ttefiftftdsaiiv^iieac»c.^ w../V 

' • Enter Dikii^tVail ' " ^ *^ ' "*^ '*' ^ ' 

.Demetrius. _.. ,^ t. >i:uW 
Miixeui! 

My Lord! ; -^^-r ^ 

DemetriusJ 

My pale cheek Tp^fcsj^ . 

My trtlnfitflb^ 6'mbs pr(fvent my faltering tongoe^ 

Andaikyoa— • 

Erizbne. 
' What, my Lord? 
Dbmbtrivs. 

Jl^ Itfri /— Her jsy.ca ' 
Confirm it trnei and yet, without a crime, .^y^ 

I can't believe it. O Erixtni 

Erixe'nb. 
I guefi yoor meaning. Sir, but am flirpri2&*ci 

That Djmas* fon-ihonld think of litight I <low 

^ Demetrius. 

Falfe are my Tenfes ! falfe both ear and ej^e ! . 

All, all be rather falfe than her I love I 

Erixenb. ,. . 
Shi paft not. Sir, this way. 

Demetrius. 

Is then my pain 

Ymir (port ? And can Erixem pretend 
Herfelf deceived, by what deceived the king ? 
An artifice made ufe 9f for your fake x , 
A proof, not violation, of my love*. 

EaixEif^ 
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ERix&He,'. 
I thought rot of your love, nor artifice : ' 

Both were forgot ; or, jrather^ never knowtiu 

But without artifice I tell yoa thi^ ; 

Your brother lays his fceptrc at my feet. 

And whofe example bids my heart rcfift 

The charms of empire ? 

Demetrivs. 

This is woman's (kill : 

You ceafe to love, and from my condufl drive 

'\'o labour an cxcafe. For if indeed 

You thought me falfe, had you been thus ferenc, 

Calm, and unruffled ? No ; my heart fays. No. 

Paffions, if great, though turn'd to their rcverfe. 

Keep their degree, and are great pafiiona dill. 

And flic who, when Ihe thinks her lover falfe, • 

Retains her temper, nevjer lod her heart. 

Erixene* 
That Tm ferene, fays not I never lav'd. 

Indeed the vulgar float as pafiion drives ; 

But noble minds have reafon for their queen. 

While yoa defervM, my paffion was fin cere ', 

You change, my paffion dies. But pardon, Sir, 

If my vain mind thinks anger is too much : 

Take my negle6l ; I can afford no more. 

DEMETRtUS. 

No, rage ! flame I thunder ! give a thoufand deaths 

Oh ! refcue me from this more dreadful calm I 

This curd indifference ! which like a frofl 

In northern feas, out-does the fierced dorm. 

Commanded by my father to comply, 

I feign'd obedience i-^^Had I then rcfus'd ■ .- 

Erixi 
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Erixene. ^ 

I grant the confequence had btea mod dreadful I -^ 

I grant that Dymai daugluci* had b«en angry. 

Dembtrius. 
A(k Dymas with what rag^ 

E&IXENE. 

You well might rage. 

To be refus'd. 

Demetrius. 
Refused ? 

Erixeke. 

He told yourfecrctj 

The king, and I, and all the court can witnefs. 

Demetrius. 
Rcfus'd I falfc villain \ O the perjur'd flave f 

Hell -born impoftor I Madam i 'tis mod falfe I 

Warm from my heart is every word I fpeak I 

The villain lies I Believe the pangs that rend me ^ 

Believe the witnefs dreaming from my eyes, 

And let me fpcak no more. 

Erixemb. 

I do believe 

Your grief fmcere. Fvc heard the maid is fair, 

Demetrius. 
Proceed ; and thus indeed commit that crime 

You falfcly charge on me. The crown has charm'd you. 
■ How warm this morning did you prefs my flight ? 
The caufe is plain : An out-rag'd lover's groan, 
And dying agony, moled our car, 
And hurt the mudc of a nuptial fong, 

Erixene. 
Since your imonftancy psrfids to charge 

Its crime on my ambiiion. Til be kind, 

And 
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And leave you in pofieflion of aa error. 
Of which you feem fo fond. 

DtUiTRfUf. 

Ah ! ftay one monnitf . 
Mn/er Persiui a$fJ ?EKiCht$^ 

Periius. 
Mnxitti ! 

D1MITRIV8. 

Difiraaion f [SiartM.'] 

-- r" ..^ .r ....... 

Eaixaks. 

^ 'tis well tim'd. 
My lord, yoar brother doubts if i*m fincerifj' " '* '" 
And thinks (an error natural to him) ' 
ril break my vow to yon.-*-Yott*lL clear my fame^ 
And labour to convince him, that to«morrow» 
lrixnf% at once a bride and queen. 

\]ExU Eri^enr* 

PlRflVf. 

When I have workM him up to violence. 
Bring thou the king, and pity my diftreCi .. 

\Jo Pericles, n»ho gm wt* 

Demitrius. 
On what Extremes extreme diftrefs impels me ? ,^! 
In things impoffible I put my trufl } 
I, in my only brother, find a foe ; 
Yet in my rival, hope the greateft friend. 
When all our hopes arc lodg'd in fuch expediently 
'Tis as if poifon were our only food ; 
And death was caird on as the guard of life* 

Pbessvs. % 

Why doft thou droop ? 
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Becauif i*m ckad : quite dead 
To hope ; and yet rebclHoos to (defpair ; 
Like^ghofts unblefs^d, that burft the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct ?— Stranger my diit^efs ; 
Beyond example both f Who e'er before me 
Prcfs'd his worft foe, to pr6ve his trueft friend ? 
But though thottVt ff9/ my Brother, thou'rt a Man ; 
And, if a man, compaflionate the wor(^ 
Tkat man can feel ; though found that worft in me. 

Pbrsevs« 
WhatwottWft? s „. ,|/. 

Demetrius. 
Undinch thy talons from thy prey i 

Let the dove fly to this her neft again. [Striking his 
For, oh ? the maid's unalienably mine, breaft. 

Though now through rage run mad; and turn*d to'fhe^ 
Hovr^often have I languifh'd at her feet ? 
Baik'd in her eye, and revellM in her fmile ? 
How often, as (he liften'd to my vows^ 
Trembling and pale with agonies of joy, 
HIicve I left earthy and mounted to the ftars f 

Perseus. 
There Dymiu* daughter fhone abovd the reft^ 
lUuftrious in thy fight. 

Demetrius^ 

Thy taunt, how falfe ?— 
I no lefs prefs yonr intVeft than my own. 
Think you *tis poffible her heart ib long 
TnclinM to me, the price of all my vows, 
Parchas'd by tears and groans, and paid nie down 
In tendereft returns of love divine; 
Can' in ono day be yours ?— «-Impoflible ! 
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PffRSBVl. ' 

If Tm deceived, Tm pl«Ai*d with che deceit* 
How my heart dances in the golden dream I 
In pity do not wake me till to-morrow. 

Dfmitrivs. ■• ■ ' 
Then thou'lt wake diftraOed.^— Truft me, brother I 
She givee her hand alone. 

Piasiui. 

Nor need I more^ 
That hand*s enough that brings a fcepter in it. 
I fcorn a prince who weds with meaner viewK. 
Her duty*s mine» and I cdnceive fmall pain 
From your fweet crror» that her love is yourl. 
Tm J Icas'd fuch cordial thoughts of your own merit 
Support you in dlllrcfs. 

Dkmrt iun. 

inhuman Pfr/eus ! 

If pity dwell.i within the heart of man. 
If due th.it pity to the laft diilrcfs, 
Pity a lover cxquifitcly painM ; 
A lover cxquifitcly pain'd by you. 
Oh ! in the name of all the gods^ relent f 
Give mc my princcfs ! give her to my throes ! 
Amidll a thoufand you may chufc a I.ovc ; 
1'hc fpacious earth contains but one for ;»//.——• 
But oh ! I rave : Art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like mufick at his ear ? 
And would as wine, as ncdar, drink my blood? 
Arc all my hopes of mercy lodg'd in thee } 
O rigid gods I and fliall I then fall down I 
Kmbrace thy feet, and bathe them with my. tears f 
Yes, I will drown thee with my tears, my blood, 
3 
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So tboa afford a human ear to pangs, 

A brother's pangs, a bi*othcr*s broken heart. 

Perseus. 
Pardon, DemOriuf, but the priaccfs calls. 
And I am bound (o go. 

DftMBTRIUS. 

O My. . lUjt;^ hold of him. 
> Perseus. 

You tremble. 
Demetrius. 
The ^TJ^Cfib calls, and you ^re bound to go ? 

Perseus. 
E'en (o. 

Demetrius. 
What princefs ? 

Perseus. 
Mint. 

DeIi e t r I u s . 

'Tis falfe. 
Perseus. 

Unhand me« 
Demetrius. 
What, fee, talk, touch, nay tarte her; like a bee 

Draw honey from her wounded lip, while I 
Am Hung to death ! 

Perseus. 

The triumph once was your's, 

Demetrius. 
Rip up my brcaft, or you fhali never flir. 
My heart may vifit her ! O ! take it with you. 
Have I not feen her, where (he has not been ? 
Have I not clafpM her (hadow ? Trod her fteps ? 
Tranfpotted trod I as if they led to heaven ! 

Each 
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Bach mora my life I lighted at her eye^ 
Audi e?'r/ efening* aa iu dofie, eijpkVl.— — 

Pfftstirs. 

Pie ! thou'rt t Roman ; can i JBmmm WCIf I 

Sore Alexanders helmet caa liibia 
Far heavier i^riua'lhan thefe. For fliame, BmOrius, 
E*e& fiutch ap the sext ^<«jf« ia thy wa/, 
TwttdoatwelL [G^'/fg^ 

Demetrivs. 
By heaven, yoa (hall not ftir. 
Long as I Kve, I ftand a worid between you. 
And keep yoo diftant as the poles afunder. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my life i 
Thy bloody pafs cleave through thy brother*8 bread. 
I beg, Ixhallenge, I provoke my death. 

[His hand upon bis f'wori 
Bnfir KitiO and Dymas. 

PsasEUS. . 
You will not murder me ? 

Demetrius. 

Yes, you and ail. 

KlN&. 

How like a tyger foaming o'er his prey !— • 

Perseus. 
Now, Sir, believe your eye, b«lieve your ear. 

And dill believe me perjured, as this morning. 

KiKO. 

Heav'n's wrath's exhaude^, there's no more to fear. 

My darling fon found criminal in all. 

Demetrius. 
That villain there to blaft me ! Yes, Til fpeak ; 

For what have I to fear, who feel the ivorft I 

!Ti 



Til time the truth were known. T^hat villain, Sir, 

fits deft fhy heaxtVand Ilaughs to fee it bleed ; 

Mt'hir^nJrefBoiJ (hall redeem my fame. 

And re-inthrone me m niy t>rint:ers' fmile;-- ^ 

Or I'll retarn niat falfe epprace He gave me. 

And ftab him in vQur iight. 

King. 

Where's your refpedl to me ? ' '' ' '**'** ' 

,, DEM^fRIUS. ; 

* ' .'••■• ^ O, royal ^ir? 

That has undone me. TTifo' fefpefi'T gave ' 
A feign'd confent, which His black artifice 
Has turn*d to my deftrudion. 1 refused 
That (lava's, thatciirfed flave*s, thatflatefman's daughter, 
And he pretends (he was refused by iile. * 

Hence,- hence, this deflation . Nought I fear, 
Tho' Nature groian her'laft. And ihall J^e then 
Efcape and triumph ? . 

King." 

Guards there ! feize the prince ! 

The man you menace you (hall learn to fear. 

DVMAS. 

Hold, Sir ! not this for me ! It is your fon : 

What is my life, tho' pourM upon your feet ? 

King. 
Is this a fon ? 

Demetrius 
No, Sir ; my crime's too great, 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour. 
To catch the glories of a falling crown. 
Vol. II. N And 
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And fave it from pollution. But IVe done. 

I die, unlefs my princefs is reftor'd ; [PoiMiing to Dymas< 

And if I die, by heav*n and earth, and hell f 

I lis fordiil blood (hall mingle with the dufi:; 

And fee if tlience *twill mount into the throne. 

O, Sir? think of it! Til cxped my fate. lExii. Dca. 

King. 
And thou (halt have it. 

Dymas. 

How, my Lord; in tears! 
Kino. 
Ab if the gods came down in evidence ! ' ' 

Mow many fuddcn rays of proof concur 
To my convidHon ? Was ever equal boldnefs ? 
iJjt 'tir. no wonder from a brother-king; 

[Produces the forged letter, 
This king of Thrace — To morrow he'll be king 

Oi Mjiedon. He therefore die« to night. 

PtRSEU?. [Jj/e/e, to Dymzs.'] 
And yet I doubt it; for I know his fondnefs. 
Thuu pradlife well the leffon I have taught thee, 
Wliile r pnt on a folemn face of woe, 
AHliclcd for a brother's early fall. 

IJcaven knows with what regret. But, Sir, your 

fafety — [Prr/enthig the viandate for DemetrioB* iioth* 

Kino. 

What giv'il thou here ? 

Dymas. 
Your pafTport to renown. 
You fign your apotheofis in that. 
What I'cales the (kies, but zeal for public good ? 

PiiRSEUr, 

IJow god-like mercy? Dy* 
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Dymas. 

Mercy to xntnkiiidt 
trcafon awr'd. 

Kino. [fVPcrfeus.] 
Muft then thy brotfecr bleed f 

[Dymas feeming at a lofs^ Perfcus n.vbi/pers him, 
and gives a letter. 

Dymas. [ Looking on the letter. ] 
I Sir ; the king of ihrace. 
King. 

Why that is true—* 
who, if not a father, (hould forgive ? 

Dymas. 
10, Sir, if not a Philip, fhould be jufl: ? 

King. [To Dymas] 
not my fon ? 

Dymas. 

U not, far Icfs his guilt. 

Kino. \Jo Perfcus.] 
not my other Per/eus f 

Perseus. 

Sir, I thank you \ 
at feeks your crown, and life. 

King. 

Kx^^life? 
DymA'S. 

No, Siri 
MI only take your cro^n ; you dill may live. 

King. 
av'n blaft thee for that thought ! 
Perseus. 

Why (hakes my father ? 
King. 
(tabs, it gnaw8> it harrows up my foul, 

N 2 U 
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L he not young ? Was he not much induIgM ? 
Gall'd by his brother ? Doubted by his father? 
Tempted by Rot/u ? A nation to a boy ? 

Dymas. 
O a mere in&nt !— — that depofes kings. 

King. 
No ; once he fav*d my crown. 

Dymas. 

And now would wear it. 
King. 
How my head fwims ! 

Perseus. 

Nor (bange ; the tafk is h^rd. 

Dymas. 
Yet fcarcc for him. Brutus was but a Roman : 1 

[Spcckifig as if he <v:ould not haue tbi king beat* \ 
Vet like a Philip dar'd ; and is immortal. 

Kino. 
J hear thee, Dymas \ give me then the mandate. 

[Going to Jign^ be ft oft fimi^ 
Dymas. 
No wonder if his mother thus had paus*d. 

Perseus. [AJide''\ 
kank cankers on thy tongue ; why mention hjer ? 

King. 

gods ! I fee her now; what am I doing ? 

\TbronfJS anxaj $bi fiyU* 

1 fee her dying eye let fall a tear 

In favour of D^fz/z^/r/wi.— Shall I flab 
Her lovely image ilampt on every feature ? 

Dymas. 
His foul efcap'd it. Sir. 

King. 

Thou ly'il ; begone. 

[Per feus and Dymas in great confufion: Pcrfeus nuhij' 
fers Dymas. Dymas. 



Dymas^. t-^^» /^ Pcrfeus.} 
le ; thaty or nought, will touch him. 
Sir, your mercy [fo the king. 

O fpeak on of Vi^l^y. ; , 
rcy, the darling attribute of heav'n. 

Dymas. 
you fiouid^^dxt him — 

. . • King. 

What if I Jhould fpare him ? 
Dymas. ^ . - : , 

arc not (ky— Your wrath again might rife. 

Kino. 
s, if thou'rt filent— What if I Jhould fpare him ? 

Dymas. 

hy if you ^tf»/^— proud Rome would thank you for it. 

King. 
me /—Her applaufe more fhocks me than his death. 

thou, death*s orator ! dread advocate 

T bowellefs feverity ! afTift 

y trembling hand, as thou haft fleel'd my heart j 

id if it is guilt in me, (hare the guilt. 

s's dead. [^Signs."] And if I blot it with one tear, 

rfeust though lefs afFeded, will forgive me. 
Perseus. 

irgivel Sir, I applaud, and.wifh my fonow 

as mild enough to weep. 

[The King going out, meets Demetrius in mournings 
introduced by Antigonus. The King ft arts h:ickf 
and dhps on Dymas. Recovering, /peaks. 

King. 
his, Fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite o'erwhelms me. 

lefs had (hock'd me, had I met his ghofl. 

his is a plot to fentence me to death.—— 

N 3 What 
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What halt thou done, my mortil foe ! thrown ban 

[To AnCigonof. 
Athwart my glory } but thy fcheme (hall fail. 
As rufliing torrents fweep th* obflru£led, mound^ 
So Pbiiip me«ci thif mountain in hii way, 
Yet kcepi his purpofe ftili. 

[Pcrfcus an^ Pericles wl^t/fir afidi* 

PSftlCLEft* 

1 can*t but fear it. 
Pbribvi. 
I grant the danger great i yet don*t defpair ; 
y^'Vi ib againll thee, Perfitu on thy tide. 

Antioonvs. 
Tiic prince, dread Sir, low on his bended knce«--«« 

KiNf;. 
Thii way, ^«//^o«w/.— Do'ft mark his bloom ? 

i I race in his afpcdl, grandeur in Iris mcin f 

ANTiCONUf. 

I do. 

Tis falfe i take a kiufr't word. — Ite*« dead*-* 
7 hat darling of my foul would Hub me fleeping. 
How dar'A thu Hart ? Art thou the traitur^s father f 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me ?— — 
How hid grave yawns : Oh! that it wan my own. 

Antioonu:^. 
Mourn not the gi»ilty. 

KiN';. 
No i iic*i innocent : 

Death pays his debt to jullice ; and that done, 
1 grant him (lill my fon j as fuch I love him : 
Yen, and will clafp him to my bruall, while yet 
lli'j clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 

PsRsrv 
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Perseus. [J/tde.'] ' . 

irfe on that embrace. 

Dymas. 

Nay worfe ; he weeps. 

King. 
• boy, be not deceivM by my compaflion ; 
tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. 

Demetrius. 
am I then to die ? If death's decreed, 
me yourfelf, nor give me to the knife 
nidnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes, 
you I beg, for you I pour my tears ; 
are deceived, difhonour'd ; I am only flain. 
Father-- 

King. 
Father ? — There's no father here ; 

3ear to wound me with that tender name ; 
raife all nature up in arms againft me* 

Demetrius. 
Father I Guardian ! Friend ! nay, Deity ? 
at lefs than gods give being, life, and death \ 
dying mother' ■ " ■ 

Kino. 

Hold thy peace, I charge thee. 

Demetrius. 
Ung your hand, and bathing it with tears, 

ueath'd your tendernefs for her to me ; 

d, low on earth, my legacy I claim, 

fping your knee, though banifh'd from your bread. 

Kino. 
knees I— Would that were all; he.grafps my heart* 
fern, canft thou (land by and fee me ruin'd ? 

[Reaching its band to Perfeus, 

N 4 F£B.8£tf9. 
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PiftBgUI. 

Looffi loofe thy hold.*— Tc is my fftther too. 

Kino. 
Yes, M4t(eif§n, and thine, and I'll prcfcrve thee. 

DRMrraiuh. ^ v. i.odr 

Who once before prefcrv'd it from the fhracian P 
And whOy at Thracimtm^ turnM the lifted bolt 
From Philip'% hoary brow I 

Kino. 

rilhcar nomi^ro^ 
O P/f///// / Dym<ts ! Piruhi ! affift WC, 
(Tnbind me, lUfiAchaot &)e» breark thid charm 
Of Nature, that accomplice with my foea i 
Rend me, O rend me, from the friend Of Romi. 

Pk^&eui. 
Nay tlent howe'cr rcludUnt, aid I mujl. 
The friend of Rome ¥ — 7hat fever* you for ever i 
'i'hough mod incorporate and llrongly knit^ 
As lightning rends the knotted oak afunder. 

•DfMhTMnJft* 

Jn fpite of lightning, I renew the tic^ 
And Aubborn is the grafp of dying meo^ 
VVho'fi he that (liall divide mc from myfclf ? 

[Dcmctriuii Is forced from the KingV kneei^ cmwUi 
Jlarting upt he flingi hit armt round bit father 
Still of n piece with him from whom 1 grew» 
J Ml bleed on my afylum, dart my foul 
In tlii.i embrace, and thui my trcaCon crown. 

JCiNr;. 
Who love yourfclvcs, or MucaLu^ or me, 
From ihc curi'd * Eagle'% tiilons wrench my crowa i 
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Knd this barb'd arrow from my bread — 'Tis done ; 

[Fared a/under. 

find the blood guflies after it. ^I faint. 

Dymas. 
Support the king. 

Perseus. 
While trcafon licks the duft. 

[Pointing at Demetrius, fallen in the Jlruggle. 

Dymas. 

A field well fought. 

PfiRSEUS. 

And juftice has prevaird. 
King. ' 
O that the traitor could conceal the fcm ! 

Farewel, once bed belov'd I dill mod deplor'd ! 
He^ he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 

[E>cit King. 
Demetrius. 
Prodrate on thee, my mother earth, be thou 
Kinder than brother, or than father^ open. 

And fave me in thy bofom from my Friends : 

Friends, fworn to wadi their hands in guiltlefs tears, 

And quench infernal third in kindred blood ; 

A$ if relation fever'd human hearts, 

2>r that dedruflion was the. child of love. 

Perseus. 
Rarewel, young traitor ; if they a(k below, 

iVho fent thee beardlefs down, fay, lloneft Ferfeiu : 
i^hom reafon fways, not ihdihd ; who can drlke 
Kx horrid parricide, and flagrant treafon,. 
Though through a bofom dearer than his own* 
rhink'd thou my tender heart can hate a brother ^ 
Ch« gods and Ferfem war with nought but guilt. 

N-5, ^vit- 
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But I muft go* What, Sir, yoar laft commaiidt 

To your Eriximf jShe chidet my Agy. [Exit Perfeoi. ; 

!DeMETRtV6. 

Without the token of a brother*8 love. 
He could not part; my death was not enooglu 
I canve for mercy, and I find it here : 
And death is mercy, fince my love is loft* 
Alas f my father too ; my heart achs for him : 
And Per/fus,^(sLin would I forgive e'en thee: 
But Philip'% fufFerings cry too loud againft it. 
Blind author, and fure mourner of my death ! r 
Father mod dear! what pangs haft thou to come } 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom^ 
Who, while in fleep his fevered fancy glows, 
Draws his keen fword, and (heaths it in his foes ; 
Rut, waking, ftarts upright, in wild furprize, 
''I'o feci warm blood glide round him as he lies ; 
To fee his recking hands in crimfon dy'd, 
And a pale corfAxtcndcd by his fide: 
tic views, with horror, what mad dreams have done, 
And finks, heart-broken, on a murder'd fon. 



End of ihe ¥ V kth Act. 
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ACT V. . 
S C E N £ I. 

Kino, Postkuwius, meeting. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

WE» inbehalf of :OtiraUie»» OKJngt 
Cal Vd on die« y^eftei day, to clear thy glory ; 
Nor wonder now that PM'j^ is unjuit 
To ilraxigersy who has murder'd his own fon. 

Kino. 
»TisfaIfc, 

POSTHUMIUS. 

No thanks to Phi/ip that he fled. 
King. 
A traitor is no fon. 

Po'STHUMIUS. 

Heav'n's vengeance on me. 
If he rcfus'd not yefterday thy crown, ^ 
Though Life and Love both brib'd him to comply. 

King. 
See there, [Gives the letter. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Tis not the confuPs hand, or feal. 
King. 
You're his accomplices. 

FOSTHUMIUS. 

We're his avengers. 
'Tis war. 

N 6 King* 
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King. 
Eternal war. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Next time we meet 
King. 
Is in the CafitoL'^-J^^f^^e, fly my kingdom. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

No longer tliKC 

Kino. 
Yes, and proud Ro^jte a province- 

[E^it Pofthumius, (^Cm 

^*hey brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 

The name of king the proftrate world ador'd. 

Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves together. — 

But let me paufe.— Not ^intius" hand, or fcal ?— — » 

Doubt and impatience, like thick fmoke and fire. 

Cloud and torment my reafon. 

Antigonus. 

Sir, recall. 

And re-examine thofe you fent to Rome :- 

You took their evidence in haftc and anger. 

Torture, if they refufe, will tell the truth. 

Kiug. 
Go, flop the nuptials, till you hear from me. . 

[^Exit King and Antigonus. 
Enter Erixene andTyEiihy meetings 

Delia. 

Madam, the prince, who fled from threatened death,. 

Attempting his efcape to foreign realms, 

Was lately taken at the city gates. 

So flrcngly guarded by his father's pow'rs ; 

And now, confined, experts his final doom* 

Erixene. 
Imprlfon'd, and to die !— And let him die. Bid 
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1 Dymas" daughter weep. — I half forgot 
s perjur'd'infolence.— ril go and glut 
y vengeance. O how jail a traitor's death ! 
id blacker flill» atraitorto my love. 

[^Exeunt Erixenc and Delia;. 
Scene draws^ and Jhenvs Demetrius in pri/on^. 

Demetrius. 
lou fubtcrranean fepulchrc of peace !' 

lou home of horror ! hideous ^eft orcrimes 1' 

lilt's firfl fad ftage in her dark road to hell ! 

thick-barr'd fdnleft pjtflages for air, 
) keep alive the wretch that loirgs to die ! 

low-brow'd' arches, through whofe fallen gloomy 
found the ceafelefs groans of pale defpair I 

dreadful (hambles, cakM with human blood ! 
ceive a gueft, from far, far other fcenes, 
^m pompous courts, . from (houtihg vidorids, . 
roufing feftivals, harmonious bowVs, 
id the foft Chains of heart-diflblving Ibvc; 
i! how unlike to the/e? heart breaking load' 

ihame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off, 
welcome death, no, never. but by thee. i ■ 
>r has a foe done this. — A* friend I A father 1—^ 
that I could have dy'd without their guilt.— 

[Enter Erixene. Demetrius gazing at her,'}^ 

lookM in chaos the firft beam of light: . 

>w drives the (trong enchantment of her eye 

I horror hence.J — How die the thoughts of death? 

Erixene. 
;ncw not mj; own heart. 1 cannot bear it. 

Shame 
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Shame chides me back j fbr to iafak his woes 

Is too fevere ; and to condole, too kind. [Gm^;. 

DtMBTmir?. 
Thus I arreft you in the name of mercy. 
And dare compel yoor fiay : Is then one look^ 
One wordy one moment, a laft moment too» 
When I iland tottering on the brink of deaths 
A cruel ignominious death, too much 
For one that loves like me ? A length of yeaxa^ 
You may devote to my bleft rival's arms, 
I afk but one ihort moment, O permit. 
Permit the Dying to lay claim to thee. 
To thee, thou dear equivalent for life«v-«^ 
Cruel, relentlefs, marble-hearted maid I 

EaXXENB. 

DemetriuSi you perfift to do me wrong ; 

For, know, though I behold thee as thou art. 

Doubly a traitor, to the flate and me ; 

Thy forrow, thy diftrefs have toucVd my bofom ;^ 

I own it is a fault ; I pity thee. 

Enter Officer. 

Officer. 
My Lord, your time is ihort^ and death waits for ypit, 

Erixbne. 
Death ?— I forgive thee from my inmoft fouK 

Demetrius, 
Forgive me ? Oh ! thou need'ft not to forgive ; 
If impofition had not ftruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambufii yet, but will flart up, 
And feize thy trembling foul, when mine is fled^ 
O Tve a thoufand, thoufand things to fay^ 

EaiXEirt. 
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Erixene. 
And I am come a fecret to difdofo^ 
That might awake thee wer't thovi dead already. 

Ofviceh* 
My Lord, your final moment U ^xpir'd. 

DemETRXVS aftJ El^IXBNB. 

One, one fhort moment more. 

X)£METRIU8. 

No; death lets &11 
The curtain, and divides our l^ves for ever. 

[/x /brad 9uK 
Erixbmb. 
Oh IVe a darker dungeon m my foul. 

Nor want an executioner to kill me. 
What revolutions in the human heart 
Will pity caufe ? What horrid deeds revenge ? \^Exit% 

Scent fiuts^ Enter Antigonus, fuitb atUndants. 

Antioonvs. 
How diflant virtue dwells from mortal man? 
Was't not that each man calls for other's virtue. 
Her very name on earth would be forgot. 
And leave the tongue^ as it has Idft the heart* 
Was ever fuch a labourM plan of guilt ? 
Take the king's mandate, to the pril^n fly. 
Throw wide the gates, and let Di/netrius know 
The full detail! 

[-E/sr/^r Erixene, 
The princefs ! ha f be gone ; [f* the attendant ^^ 
While I ftir up an equal tranfport here. 
Princefs, I fee your griefs, and judge the caufe : 
But I bring news might raife you from your grave; 
Or call you down from heaven to hear with joy. 
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Juft godi ! tbe TirtiioaswiU.at laft prevail. 

On motives here too-tedfeoa to relate, 

I begg'd the king, to re-examine thofe, 

Wiio came from Rtm. The king approved my coanfeL 

Surpriz*d, and confciousy in their charge they falter'd^, 

>\nd.threatenM tortures foon difeover*d ftH ; 

That Perfeus brib'd them to their perjuries ; 

That ^ntius* letter was a forgery ; 

That prince Dtmitriut' intcrcourfe with Romg 

Was innocent of treafon to the State. 

Erijcenb, 
O my fwoln heart! What will the gods do. with me F; 

AnT'IGONUS* 

And to confirm this moft farprizing news^ 
Dymu, who, driving to fupprefs a tumult. 
The rumour of Demetrius^ flight had raised. 
Was wounded fore, with his laft breath confefs*d» 
The prince rcfus'd his daughter ; which affront 
Inflam'd the ftatefman to his prince's ruin. 

Erixens« 
Did he refufc her ? [Swctom, 

Anticokus. 

Quite overcome with joy ! 
Tranfportcd oat of life f— The gods reftore her I 

Erixenb. 
Ah ! why recall me ? This is a new kind 

Of murder ; mod fcvere I that dooms to /i/e. 

Antigonus. 
Fair princcfs, you confound me. 

Erxxene. 

Am I fair ? 
Am la princcfs I Love and Empire mine ? 
Gay, gorgeous vifions dancing in any fight !— ~— 

No 
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here I (land a naked (hipwreck*d wretcH, 
1, trembling, pale, ipent, helplefs, hopelefsi mad; 

on^a (hore as cruel as the wavesy- ^ ' 

•hung with rugged roclu, tob fteep ta cliinb;. 

xnoantaui billows loud» come foaming ia 
mendous ; and confoudd, ere they derdur* 

AVTIOONUS. 

lam, the king abfolves you fron> your voWi 

£rixen£. . . 

me, it matters not ; but oh! the princfc ■ ■ 

en he had fhot the gulph of his defpair ; 
erging into aU the light of heav^o^ 
heart, high-beating with well-grounded Hope; 
;n to make fhipwreck of his happinefs, 
e a poor wretch that has efcap'd the ilorm» 
1 fwam to what he deems an happy ifle, 
en, lol the favage natives drink his blood i ' 
! why is vengeance fweet to woman's pride*. 
rapture to her love ? it has undone me.. 

D£LIA. 

dam, he comes. 

Erijcene* 
Leave us, Antigonus. 
Antioonus. 
lat dreadful" fecret this ? — But Til obey, 

oke the gods, and leave the red to fate. [Exit Ant.- 

Erixene. 
w terribly triumphant comes the wretch I 
/comes, like flowers ambrofial, early born, 
meet the blaft, and perifh in the ftorm. 
Entir Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 
ter. an age of abfeace in one hour. 

Have 
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Have I thea found thee, them celeitigl maid ! 
Like a fair Venus in a ftormy fea ; 
Or a bright goddefs, through the ihades of night» 
Dropt from the ftars, to thefe bleft arms agen ? 
How exquifite is pleafare after paiib? 
Why throbs my heart fo turbulently ihong, 
Pain'd at thy prefence, through redundant jay. 
Like a poor mifer, beggar'd by his (lore } 

Erixenb. 
Demetrius^ joy and forrow dwell too near. 

Demetrius. 
Talk not of forrow, left the gods refent 
As under-priz*d fo loud a call to joy. 
I live, I love, am lov'd, I have her here f 
Rapture in prefent, and in profped, more \ 
No rival, no d^ftroyer, no defpair ^ 
For jealoufies, for partings, groans, and death, 
A train of joys, the gods alone can name \ 
When heaven defcends in bleffings fo profafe. 
So fudden, fo furpafling hope's extreme. 
Like the fun burfting from the midnight gloom, 
^Tis impious to be niggards in delight ; 
Joy becomes duty ; heav'n calls for fome excefs. 
And tranfport flames as incenfe to the fkies* 

Erixene. 
Tranfport how dreadful ! 

Demetrius. 

Turns Erixene T 
Can (he not bear the funfliine of our fate ? 
Meridian happinefs is pour'd around us ; 
The laughing loves defcend in fwarms upon us. 
And where we tread is an eternal (pring. 
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By heav'n, I almoft pity guilty Perfeus 
For fuch a lofs. 

EaiXENE. 

That flabs me through and through f 

Demetrius. 
What ilabs thee ? — Speak.— Have I then left thy love \ 

EarxENE. 

To my confufion, be it fpoke.— -Tis thine. 

Demetrius. 
To thy confufion ? Is it then a crime ? 

You heard how dying Dymas clear*d my fame. 

Erixene. 
I heard, and trembled ; heard, and ran diilr^fled* 

Demetrius. 
Alloniftiment ! 

Erixene. 
^ Tvc nothing elfe to give thee. 

\He fteps back in aftorAJhment -, Jhe in agony ; and 
both afi filent for fome time. 
He is ftfuck dumb.-— Nor can I fpeak.— Yet muft I. 
I tremblden the brink ; yet muft plunge in— — • 
Know, my Demetrius f joys are for the gods ; 
Man's common conrfe of nature is diftrefs : 
His joys are prodigies ; and like them too. 
Portend approaching ill. The wife man ftarts, 
And^rembles at the perils of a blifs. 
To hope, how bold ? How daring to be fond. 
When what our fondnefs grafps is not immortal ?— 
I will prefumo on thy kiK)wn, fieady virtue, 
A«d treat thee like a man j I will, Demetrius ! 
Nor longer in my bofom hide a brand, 
Th^t burns unfeen, and drinks my vital blood. 

Demetrius. 
What myftery ? \Herey a fecond paufe in both. 

Erixene. 
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Erixenb. 
The blackcft. 

Demetrius. 
How every terror donbles in the darK ? 
Why muffled ap in filence (lands my fate ?' *''•';* 

This horrid fpedre let me fee at once,. " '^^^'\ 

And ihew if Vm a man. 

Eriixene. 

It calls for more;.. 

Demetrius. 
& calls for mi then ; Love has made me more. 

Erixene. 
G fortify thy fouf with^ more than lofve r ' fthcn 

To hear^ what heard; thou-lt curfe the tongue that tells* 

Demetrius. 
Curfe whom ? C4irfe thee I 

Erixenf. 

Yesy from thy inmoft fouL 
Why doft thou lift thy eyes and hands to heav'n ? 
The powVs mod confcious of this deed, refida 
In darknefs, howl below in raging fires. 
Where pangs like mine corrode them.— Thence arifc 
Black gods of execration and defpair ! 
Through dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way. 
While nature (hakes, and vapours blot the fun ; 
Then through thofe horrors in loud groans proclaim. 
That I am 

DfiMETRIUSr 

What ?— I'll have it, tho' it blaft me. 
Erixene. 
Thus then in thunder, I am Ferfeui" wife. * 

[Demetrius falh againfi the /cent* jifter a faufe^ 

De- 
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Demetrius. 
under ?— No ; that had not ilruck fo deep. 
t temped e'er difcharg^d fo fierce a lire ?'^ 
I and deliberate anguiHi i^d^ upon me ; 
thought fent out for help brings in new woe. 
re (hall I turn ? where fly ? to whom but thee ? 

ncndous Jvife ! whom mortals will not know 
1 bleffings, but compel to be fevere, 
1 thy vengeance, and adore thy power ; 
my failings, and abfblve thy rage, 
oh ! I mud perceive the load that's on me ; 
I't but tremble underneath the (Iroke. 
me to bear !— *But fince it can't be borne, 
let thy mercy burfl in flames upon me! 
triple bolt is healing balm to this 4 
s pain unfelty unfancy'd by the wretch, 
groaning wretch, that on the wheel expires. 

Erixenb. 
yr did I tell thee? 

Demetrius* 
Why commit a deed 
) (hocking to be told ? What fumes of hell 
V to thy brain ? What fiend the crime infpir'df 

Erixene. 
feus, lafl night, as foon as thou wall fled, 

that dead hour, when good men are at reft, 
en every crime and horror is abroad, 
I ves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens fcream; 
an ravens, wolves, or fiends> more fatal far, 
me he came, and threw him at my feet. 

And 
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And wept, and fwore, unlefs I gave confent 
To call a prieft that moment, all was ruined. 
That the next day Dtfmtrius and hts powers 
Might conquer, he lofe me, and I my crown, 
Conferr'd by Pkilif bot on Pirftus' wife. 
I ftarted» trembled, fainted ; be invades 
My half recovered ftrengtb, brib'd priefts confpirei 
All urge my voW| all feise my ravi(h*d hand» 
Invoke the gods, run o*er the ha(ly ritei 
While each ill omen of the flcy dew oVr us, 
And furies howPd our nuptial fong below.— —• 
Can'ft thou forgive ? 

Dbmbtrius. 
By all the flames of love. 

And torments of defpair, I never can. 
The furies tofs their torches from thy hand, 
And all their adders hifs around thy head ! 
ril fee thy face no more I [Goirtg. 

Erixenc. 

Thy rage is juft. 

Yet flay and hear me. [She kneels and holds him, 

Demltrius. 

1 have heard too much. 
Erixene. 
Till thou haft heard the whole, O do not curfe me ! 

DkME TRIUS. 

Where can I find a curfc to reach thy crime ? 

EftlXLNK. 

Mercy f {creeping. 

Demetrius. \Afdi'!\ 
Her tears, liicc drops of molten lead. 

With torment burn their paflagc to my heart. 

Anii yd fuch violation of her vows ■ 
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Erixene. 
fercy ! 

Demetrius. 
Ferfem-^ ISlampwj^. 

£rixene« 
Stamp till the centre fliakes, 

) black a daemon (halt thou never raife. 
rr/eus ? Can'ft thou abhor him more than I ? 
ell has its furies, Perfeus has his love, 
nd, oh I Demetrius his eternal hate. 

Demetrius. 
ternal ? Yes, eternal and eternal ; 
s deep, and eyerlafting, as my pain. 

Erixene. 
>me god defcend, and footh his foul to peace ! 

Demetrius. 
alk'fl f^ou of peace ? What peace haft thou beftbw'd? 
braiil diftradtcd, and a broken heart, 
alk'ft tl?ou of peace ? Hark, hark thy hufband calls. 
Is father's rebel ! brother's murderer ! 
ature's abhorrence, and — thy lawful Lord ! 
y, my kind patronefs, and in his bofom 
Dnfult my peace. 

Erixene. 
I never (hall be there. 

y Lord I my Life ! 

Demetrius. 

How fay'ft ? Is Per/eus here ?— 
!y, fly ! away, away ! 'tis death I 'tis inceft I 

IS farting <wide, arid looking round him* As he is 
goingy fie lays hold of his robe, 
ar'ft thou to touch Demetrius ? Dar'ft tliou touch him 
/en with thine eye ? 

6 ^^vk't^\.% 
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EmxBNi. 
I dare — and more» dare fcizc» 
And Ax him here : No dtubt to thy rurt)rize«— * 
Vm blemi(h*d, not abandoned ; honour ftlH 
Is facred in my fight. Thou cairft it inceft i 
*Tis innocence, 'tis virtue ; if there's virtue 
In fix*d, inviolable ftrength of love. 
For, Icnow, the moment the daric deed was doneip 
The moment madnefs made me Pfr/eus wife, 
I feizM ilis friend, and lodgM him in my bofom, 

Firmly refolvM I never would be more. 
And now I ding me at thy feet, imploring 
Thy Headier hand to guide him to my heart 
Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die. 

DSMETKiUfl. 

Has Pif'/atj then an hymeneal claim ? 
And no divorce but death ? — and death from me. 
Who Aiould defend thee from the world in arms ? 
O thou ftill excellent ! dill mod bclov'd I 

EaiXENK. 

Life is the foe that parts us ; death, a friend , 
All knots diflblving, joins us ; and for ever. 
Why fo diforder'd ? Wherefore fhakcs thy frame ? 
Look on me i do / tremble ? Am / pale ? 
When I let loofe a figh, Til pardon thine. 
Take my example, and be bravely wretched j 
True grandeur rifcs from furmountcd illbj 
The wretched only can be truly great. 
If not in kindncfs, yet in vengeance (Irikc i 
• I'is not Erixene, 'tis PerfeuC wife.— — 
ThouUt not rcfign mc ? 

D 
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Dbmetrius. 
Not to Jove. 

Erixenb. 

Then ftrike. ' 

)emetrius. [Gazing on her <with afioniJhmenti\ 
can I ftrike ? Stab at the face of heav'n ? 
can I firike ? — ^Yet how can I forbear ? 
a thoufand deaths, debating one. 
ty ftands guard on ev'ry charm> 
jdrikes at me. 

Erixene. 
As will thy brother foon : 
now in arms, and may be here this hour, 
ing fo cruel as too ^ofc a foul ; 
is llrange tcndernefs, that breaks my heart ; 
ge tendernefs, that dooms to double death— 
^erfeus^ 

Demetrius. 
True. — But ho^w to fhun that horror? 
ounding thee, whom favage pards would fpare ? 
leart's inhabitant \ my foul's ambition ! 
ounding thee, and bathing in thy blood ; 
blood ilfuftrious, through a r:idiant race 
ings, and heroes, rolling down from gods ? 

Erixenb, 
es and kings, and gods themfelves^ muft yield 
ire neceiTity. 

Demetrius'. 
Since that abfolves me, 

1 firm and fair. 

Erixene. 

My bofom meets the pokt, 

\ Petjiuf far more welcome to my breaiii 

3L. II, O PEr 
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DEMBTRIUr. 

Neccffity, for gods thcmfclves too ftrong. 
Is weaker than thy charms. [Pnfs the dagger. 

Erixene* 

O my Demetrius ! 
[Turnst emd g§es ta a farther fart of tbi fte^e^ 
Demetrius, 
O my Ertxene ! IBoth Ji/ent, weep, and tremble. 

Erixene. 
Farewcl. \Going. 

Demetrius. {PaJJtonaftly feizing her.l 
Where goeft ? 
Erixene. ' ^ 

ITo fcek a friend. 

Demetrius. 
He's here. 

Erixene. 

Yes, Per/eus* friend.*—^ 
Earth, open and receive me. 

Demetrius. 

Heav*n ftrike as dead. 

And fave meTrom a double fuicidc, 

And one of tenfold death.— 'O J(nfe ! O Jo*ve ! 

[Falling on his- knees* 

But Tm diilra£led. [Suddenly ft arting up: 

What can Jo^e ? Why pray ? 

What can I pray for? 

Erixene. 
For a heart. 

Demetrius. 

Yes, one 

That cannot feci. Mine bleeds at every vein. 

Who 
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ho never lo\r'd, ne'er fufFer'd ; he feels nothing^ 
ho nothing feels but for himfelf alone ; 
id when we feel for others, reafon reels, 
srioaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
Love alone can exquifitely blefs, 
ve only feels the mar*veI/ous of pain ; 
►ens new veins of torture in the foul, 
d wakes the nerve where agonies are born ; 
;n DymaSf Perfeus (hearts of adamant!), 
ght weep thefe torments of their mortal foe, 

* Erixene. 

ill I be lefs compaflionate than they ? 

[Takes up the daggerl, 
lat love deny'd, thine agonies have done; [Stabsber/eify 
mtrius figh outftings the dart of death, , 

Enter tbeKiifG, l^c. 

King. 
re me Demetrius to my arms y I call him 
life from death, to tranfport from defpair. 

Demetrius. 
Per/eus' "wik \ IPointirfg at Erixcnc'} Let Delia ttlt 
Kino. [the reft, 

grief-accuflom'd heart can guefs too well. 

Demetrius. 
it fight turns all to guilt, but tears and death. 

King. 
ith f — Who (hall quell falfe Perfeus now in arms ? 
pour my tempeft q;i the capitol ? 

kv ihall I fwceten life to thy fad fpirit ? 

quit my throne this hour, and thou (halt rciga. 

Demetrius. 
\ recommend that deaih you would difTuade ; 

O 2- Ennohl^'I 
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Ennobled thus by fame and empire loft. 
As well as life I Small facrifice to Love. 

[Going tofiah himfelf^ the King runs to prevent ifi 
but too late. 

King. 
Ah, hold ! nor Arike thy dagger through my heart I 

Demetrius. 
*Tis my firfl difobedience, and my lail. \falU donm* 

Kino. 
There ?hilip fell ! There Macedon expir'd ! 
J fee the Rofaan eagle hovering o'er us,' 
And the fhafc broke (hould bring her to the ground. 

[Pcinting at Deffletrios. 

Demetrius. 
I Tear, good Anttgonus / my laft rcqueft : 
'J'cll PerffUSt if he'll fhcath hi;; impious fword 
J)rawn on his father, I'll forgive him all j 
'J'hough poor Erixene lies bleeding by : 
Her blood cries Vengeance ;— but rxi'j father's. Peace— 

KiNC. 

As much his goodnefs woiinds me as his death* 
What then arc both ? — O Philip, once renown'd f 
V/licrc is the pride o^ Greece, the dread of Rome, 
7" lie theme of Athens, the wide world's example, 
Ai.d the god Alexanders rival, now? 
E'en at the foot of fortune's precipice, 
Wlicrc the flavc's figh wafts pity to the princtf 
And his onini^'Ltcnce cries out for mor$, 

ANTIOOKUr. 

Ac the fwoln column of afcending fmoke. 
So folid fwtiis thj grandeur, pigmy man \ 

SllKC« 
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Xing. 
My life*s deep tragedy was planned with art» 
From fcene to fcene advancing in diftrefs. 
Through a fad feries, to this dire refult"^ 
As if the Thracian queen condufted all. 
And wrote the moral in her children's blood j 
Which feas might labour to wafh out in vain* 
Hear ;V, ye nations I dillant ages ! hear ; 
And learn the dread decrees of Jove td fear : 
His dread decrees the flridlefl balance keep ; 
The father groans, who made a mother weep ; 
But if no terror for yourfehes can move, 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child ye love > 
For Tour Demetrius : Mine is doom'd to blaed 
A guiltlefs vii^lim^ for his father's deed. 
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AN HISTORICAL 

EPILOGUE 

By the AUTHOR. 

jjV Epilogue, through cujlom^ is your right ^ 
^^ But neer perhaps ijcas needful //// this night: 
To-night the ^virtuous falls^ the guilty flies^ 
CuiWs dreadful clofe our narro^w fcene denies. 
In hiftorys authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius'y^^^^if ;. 
Vengeance fo greats that njohen his tale is toldf . 
With pity fome e'vn Perfeus may behold, 

Pcrfeus fur'vi'vdy indeed^ and JiWd the throne^ 
But ceafelefs cares in conquejl made him groan : 
Nor reign d he long \ from 'B^ome^ fwift thunder Jlew^. 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant thremi : 
Throivn headlong domjn, hy Rome in triumph led^ 
For this nighfs deed his perjurd hofom bled : 
His brother s ghojl each mome7it made him Jlart^ 
And all his father s anguifh rent his heart. 

Whenj roFd in blacky his children round him hungf 
And their raised arms in early forroiv ivrung ; 
T^he younger fmiTd, unconfcious of their nvoe ; 
At ijhich thy tears, O Rome I began to fo<w j 

Si 
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d the fcene : What then muft Per feus feel^ 
o. Jove'j race attend the 'vigors wuheel: 
? the Jla^ves of his <worfl foes increafe, 
fuch a fource f-^An emperor s embrace ? 
:kendfoon to death % and, *vjhat is woorfef 
lell deferv'd, and felt, the co^ward's curfei, 
y'd, fcorndy infulted his lafl hour, 
far from home, and in a 'vaffaVs po*wer :. 
fale cheek refied on his fhameful chain, 
'iend to mourn, no flatterer to feign ; 
it retards, no comfort fooths bis doom, 
not one tear bede<ws a m$narch^s tomb, 
mds it thus — dire 'vengeance to complete, 
zntient empire falling, fhares his fate : 
hr one forgot h His nveeping country chained! 
nations afk'^Where Alexander reign d. 
thlic <woes a princess crimes purfue, 
■blic hlejjings are his 'virtue's due, 
, Britains, fhout — aufpicious fortune blefs ! 
cry. Long live^^O U R tide to fuccefs I 



END of YOU II.. 
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